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Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


1 UR Author, of bis Rural Muſe afraid, 
2 Calls in, To-night, plain Sonnet to his Aid. 
His Scheme, Itold him, might ſome Fudyment ſhew, 
Could he have call'd in skilful Voices too. 
To that he anſwer'd—— Let your Sounds have Senſe, 

Old England will with Engliſh Throats diſpenſe, 

And take what's well deſign'd, for Excellence. 

es not our nice Performance is the Thing; 

2 Good Songs will always candid Hearers bring; 

2 Provided---we find Airs,which they themſelves may (ing. J 
An Engliſh Song, ill ſung, will pleaſe Good-nature : 

= You've ſome Delight, to know you ſing it better, 

Songs are harmleſs Revels of the Heart, | 
3 Why ſhould our native Tongue not bear its Part ? 

2 Why after learned Warblers muſt we pant, 

And doat on Airs, which only they can chaunt ? 

3 Methinks 'twere hard, if, in the cheerful Spring, 

Were none but Nightingales allow'd to ſing! 
= The Lark, the Sparrow, and the plain Cuckoce, 
Have all an equal Right, to chirp and woo : 

Ev'n France in that her Liberty maintains; | 7 


Fier Songs, at leaſt, are free from foreign Chains, 

And Peers and Peaſants ſing their native Strains. | 

Time was, even here, when D'Urtey vamp'd a Song, 

The ſame the Courtier and the Cobler ſung, 

What tho' our Connoifſeurs may love Champagne; 

Auſt never Engliſh Ale go down again? 

Muſt no Mouths drink, but what at Taverns dine? 

All Pockets reach not honeſt Tephſcn's Mine. 

Cince then, of late, yon ve given our Hopes ſome Gound, 

FLince plain October rs your Fu vour found, 

hy Troth ! ev'n mend your Draught, and let old Songs 
go round. | 
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The PE RSO NS. 


Arcas, A Nobleman of great Poſſeſſi- 1 


ons in A readia, 7 Mr. Mills, 
Agon, His Friend. J Mr. Harper. 1 


Amyntas, Son to Arcas, in Love withy . „ =_ 
Paſtora. x 7 Mr. Williams. 1— 

Ithis, Son to Agon, in Love with : 

4 lanthe. i is 7 Mr $. Thurmond, 1 


4 


Philautus, A conceited Corinthian 
Courtier, pretending to Paſtora. + Mr. Cibber. 


Corydon, An Old Shepherd. Mr, Griffn. 


ee Simple Brothers, in Love Mr. Mover, 
and f wich Phillida. | 
Mopſus B Mr. Oates, 
Damon, An Inconſtant. Mr. Ray. 
Janthe, Arcas, J Mrs, Cibber, 


Paſtora, Daughter to & gon. Mrs. Lindar, 
Philliaa, Corydon. Mrs. Raſtor. 
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LOVE in a RIDDLE. 
APASTORA L. 


= 2 


ACTI SCENE I 


ARCAS aloe. 


Axcas. 


AlL! tothe riſing Day! Hail! waking 


Nature! 
| Ye verdant Plains, ye Hills, and fertile 
DJ 0 > Valleys, 
le ſlowing Herds, and fleecy bleating 
SPC Flocks 
. 2 8 7 ? 
Q Ye warbling Groves, and murmuring 
7. 


F Fountains, Hail! 
Once yet again I ſee the annual Morn . 
That gave me Birth, and counts me into Age. 
O] Phoebus hear! God of refulgent Skies! [ Kneels. 
2 All-glorious Ruler of reyolving Light, 
Author of Medicine, and immortal Song, 


Deign to receive theſe Thanks of Adoration! 


V E Thanks for thy Courſe of rolling Vears enjoy'd, 
That thus have, unafflicted, born me through 
The various Periods of 3 8 
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* | ane Love in a Riddle. 
The Spring of Infancy, Summer of Youth, 


The reaping Autumn of experienc'd Man, Ma 
Down for the Winter of unaching Age. WW; 
Thanks to the Comforts of a genial Bed, Arc 
Now ripening to the Joys of Love, and Virtue, x | 
Such are the Blefſin s:from thy Beams receiv'd, 10 


And theſe, O Phorbus! are the Thanks we pay thee, | 
gon ſinging within, 


Hark ſrom the Yaley I hear the jpvial Voice Yo 
Of gun, blyth, and luſty, as che Summer, An: 
Nor bending to the Burthen of his Years; Ar 
Jocund he comes, and chaunting to the Day, Ar 
With friendly Gratulation Agon, Hail! = * 
Enter gon. | = - 

Health, and the Bleſſings of the Morn, de thine, -* 
Ag. Why as my Lord! this Day is bleſt indeed! Let 

It gave you Life, and me the beſt of Friends; Th 
And to that Friend I owe my jovial Heart. 1 
. . 

Ye Nymphs, and Swains, | At 

With Melody hail the Day; Pe 

Make Holyday round the Plains, © he 

All jollily dance and play. Sha 

This happy, glorious Sum i 1 h 

Gave _— Fields a Lord, © 5 7 

Of all your Hapes the Crown, a 

And, to your Folds, the Guard. | 

Let the Man to all ſo dear = 

With rural Pan be ſung : Th 

To the next, and next good Year, 7 | 

Here may he live bleſt, and long. WI 

Are. Thanks to thy Love: thy jolly Voice, tho rough | 
As is the Billow curling to the Beach, | ny 
Revives the Images of Pleaſure paſt, Fr. 
When Mirth and Revels were excus'd by Vouth. 
Zg.Excus'd by Youth, myLord! Yon make me ſmile: $2 © 

Is therea ſtated Time, in this ſhort Life, | 
That makes it Wiſdom to be ſad, Y 
Or Weakneſs to be hap þ ! No; : 
Let Policy, or Guile, diſguiſe their Face ! g 


| Love in a Riddle; N. 
But Honeſty dares hold it to the Sun! 
May we have Cauſe for Gladneſs, and not ſnew it? 
Was't not this happy Day that gave you Birth ? 
Are you not Lord of theſe Arcadian Plains? 
Where. like the Subſtitute of Heav'nly Power, 
You dole the Bleſſings you from thence receive, 
. . make a People, by your Bounty, happy. 
et not more bleſt by Bounty, than Example: 
Your Life has taught thoſe Virtues, you reward, 
Andis not thisa Cauſe for general Joy ? 
Are you not ſtill the ſame beloy'd Lord Arcas ? 
Are you not ſtil] that honeſt Nobleman ? 
Arc. Suppoſe me ſo — 
=> Ag. —Why then, my Lord, let thofe 
Be ſad, who never wore but half that Title? 
1% Let our Corinthian Lords be = and graceleſs 
The Privilege of Honeſty is Mirth! 

Arc. Yet Charity becomes the Cheerful too. 
Eg. Mine, Sir, begins, where their Court-Friendſhip 
At home: Therefore I ſay we're happier Men, (ends, 
Vet only happy, as we're better too: | 
Shall Virtue then not taſte her Benefits? 

Shall only Knaves and ſpendthrift Heirs be jovial ? 
The Cheerfulneſs of Knaves is Impudence ! 
Have Courts of Joy, like ſound Integrity? 
When they ſhew that, I'l own em wiſe; till when, 
Let us be plainly pleas'd with Happineſs. 
Arc. O gen! werel capable of Envy, 
hy turn of Mind would tempt me to repine! 
hy have not I this cheerful Taſte of Life? 
Why ſeems my Plenty leſs than thy ſmall Store? 
rough JW hat are my Wants? where are my Wiſhes bounded? 
And yet 
Twere happier to be Ægon, than be Arcas. 
Eg. You make me triumph o'er your Learning? 
ſmile: Lou, who have all Philoſophy can wild, 
Have made a Man much happier than your ſelf, 
By giving him a Tythe of your Poſſeſſions. 
Arc. Wouldſt thou have more? 
g. N Sir? No. 
| 4 
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4 * Love in a Riddle. 


To crave, is Poverty; Contentment, Riches : 
Your Tythe's almoſt too much for me. 7 
Arc. ThusRiches,when not wanted, loſe their Name. 
Ag. And, when poſſeſs'd by Prodigals, their Power. 
Even ſoitis, not Weakh, nor Wiſdom, Sir, A 
'Tis Conſtitution gives us Happineſs : 4 


Nature has made you penſive, and me ſanguine: Wha 
You think your Virtues area wiſe Man's Duty, 14. 
And therefore wear them, with a ſerious Brow ; Norj 
Now, Sir, the Few, that I can boaſt, I think * X 
Are Bleſſings too, therefore as ſuch, enjoy them, 1 
; AH. ive 
He that wears a Heart 3 4 

Voidof Art, And 
Has Joys unknown Hav. 

To the greateſt Men; In ca 

Who, Nine in Ten, 12 

Beneath their Greatneſs groan. Hav 

Ric hes are fine things, * 

That have Mings, > 

And will away : aſp 

But an honeſt Mind * 

Will ever find © wall 

Content will with it flay. I. 1. 

He, whoſe open Soul is clear be 

From Fraud, Diſguiſe, or Guile, Wh 

May all the Frowns of Fortune bear, 2 4 

And at her Malice ſmile. For 
Greatneſs, that would make us grave, a 

Is but an empty thing: _ 

What more than Mirth would Mortals have ? hs 

The merry Man's a King. Wi 

But he that, by Deteit, | 1 h 

Dares to be meanly great, ot 

Will find, in his counting up, ä Af 

What did mount him up, | Ma. 

Will make him many Foes, 1 


Greater far than he knows, 
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Love in 4 Riddle. 7 
Whom nought will gratiſy, 5 


| No Words will ſatisfy, 


"Till be low lies again, 
Never to riſe again : 
Who then will envy his Fate? 

4 But he that by Deceit, & e. 
What! not a Note, not anſwer to my Ditty ? 

Arc. Excuſe me, if Itaſte not now thy Muſe, 

Nor joyn thy Carrols, with my uſual Glee, [ Mind: 
Eg. Nay then, my Lord, there's ſomething loads your 
You wrong my Friendſhip, it you hide your Griets. 

Give me my ſhare ! Out with the worſt at once. 

Arc. Griefs | have none, but I confeſs have Fears, 

And Doubts, that fill me with Anxiety, 

Have we not each our Children's Happineſs 

care? The Criſis of their Fate is now. 

Eg. And why, Sir, ſhould ygu doubt theirHappineſs } 

Fave not our Precepts grounWd them in Virtue ? 

Nas not indulgent Nature given them Beauty? 

And our Arcadian Manners Innocence ? 

Have they not been, from Infancy, Companions ? 

Their Leſſons, Labours, and their Sports the ſame ? 

Have l not watch'd them, with a jealous Eye? 

Jet never found a Warning, to ſuſpect them. 

tlength, their blooming Friendſhip pays its Promiſe, 

Dbeys the Seaſon, and matures to Love. 

W hence then this anxious Doubt of their Miſdoing ? 

Arc. Perhaps, dear gon, I'm too difhdent : 

Jor though we've chang'd our Children, to prevent 

In mine the conſcious Pride of Birth; in thine, 


Fo aid, with Birth, the Sentiments ot Virtue : 


2 


Jet Nature ſtill may be miſ- led by Fortune: 
hus mine, believing Ægon is their Sire, 

ith views of Intereſt may diſſemble Love, 
Which unſuſpicious Innocence may hear 

o thine, ſuppoſing Arcas is their Father, 

In ſcorn, to mingle with inferior Blood, ; 
ay ſlight thoſe 2 which deſerve their Love. 
Ag. Theſe Apprehenſions might in Courts be juſt: 
ut here, where Love, without ton, teigus, Vis 


r 2 
— — — - 
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Will well eſcape a Maid, below his Love, 


6 Love in 4 Riddle. 
Tis not high Birth, or Lands, or number'd Flocks; 
But wealth of Virtue in the fair and young, 
That gives theNymph her Charms,the Swain his Meri 
AIR III. Det 
Let Wealth and Power enſlave the Great, 
here Wearts are barter'd for a Name, 
Here Love alone can Love create; 
And Truth ſupplies the laſting Flame. 
Arc. Still, I'm inclin'd to have their Virtue proy'dp 
True Love is better known, by Grief, than Joy, 
As Hope is often meaſur'd by our Fear, 
Therefore (but not without my Friend adviſing) 
I haveſome thoughts of offering thy Paſtora Ar. 
The noble Philemon's Heir, the gay Philautus, 
Pvliſht in Courts, and skill'd in Vanities; 
If then 5 Heart can ſtoop to — a DE 
. I take your Meaning; and as juſt a ve it: 
If ben you — to he — Philantus, _ 
She ſhews a Fear, that you may force her Will, 
That Fear will force her Love to own Amyntas: 
If ſhe admit Philautus, Amyntas, then, 


And the proud Girl with her own Choice be puniſht : I 
Then, let her hence, to blaze in Courts: Vain Wir 
And ſhallow Husbands are no Monſters there. | 

Arc, Yet hope a better Conſequence : The Maid } 
Wants no Attraction, that commends her Sex. 


Nor do I name Philautus, that I doubt her er 


But that her V irtue may have Luſtre from her Choice, 
And, to Philautus, poor Amyntas be preferr'd. ; 
Ag. My Life, then, anſwer, that her Choice co! 


The gaudy, tinſel Merit of Philautus {tents yo Æ 
Will have a tarniſht Hue, to your Amynta Virtue, 4. 
| AIR IV. Like 

Our Nymphs on the Plains A, 

Among Swains AE 

Have their Foys, that no Courtsevergaves oui 

Where the married in Chains, Of c 

And long Trams, oN 


Carry Sorrow, in Pomp, to their Grave, as 


Love in a Riddle. * 


ks; Barc, Thy Confidence, my Friend, has quell'd my 
chen, for Amyntas' Sake, Paſtora prov'd: (Tears, 
Meta. we have ſtill our younger. born untixt z 
ou ſtand we there in Hope? 
Ag. — It I gueſs right, 
tender Paſſion too is kindling there: 
the ſeems of late reſery'd to Iphis : 
e Youth more penſive, and the Nymph more gay $ 
pe uſual Conſequence of Love declar'd, 
nd Love with Maiden Modeſty approv'd. 
She flies, "tis true, but flies to be purſued ; 
nd urges the Purſuit, to ſound his Love. 
Arc. Let him purſue: I would not wiſh the Maid 
ould, on his Summons, yield to Iphis Birth, 
Eg. But ſee, Amyntas comes; from him perhaps 
ore may be gather d to aſſiſt our Meaſures. 
myntas ho! whither ſo faſt, my Son? 
a To them Amyntas. 
Am. Paſtora tells me, Sir, a favourite Lamb 
Is mifling from her Flock. At her Requeſt 
No the neighbouring Folds am hying.— 
1 ˙ ˙oĩĩ2ĩPI¶ ad, 
ſht : have a while, my Son, to talk with thee. 
Wirch du ſee, by Lord, even Maids in Love are Woers.] 
N tora would, but cannot, hide her Flame. 
laid Now amorouſly coy ! This Hint betrays it. 
Lamb is ſtray'd—why his the Charge to find it i D 


rov'ds 


eit: 


A 


Her Heart, ſhe means; her Breaſt, the Fold that loſt 
101Ce, Yet he,fondYouth, in honeſt Fear miſtakes her. (it! 
Arc. The modeſt Lover recommends his Flame: 
e colt to our other Point 
ts you Eg. — Come near, Amyntas. 5 | 
tue. Am. Health, and the Rays of many a ſmiling Morn, 
Hike this, prolong the Days of Arcas, 
Arc. Amyntas, I am Debtor to thy Love. 
Eg. I have obſerv'd of late, Lord Arca, Son, 
dung Iphis, holds thee near his Heart, Amyntas : 
f courſe, his Joys and Cares are known to thee. 
ow then, be juſt, my Boy; anſwer directly; 
as he yet ever told thee, he loy'd? 


Am. 


8 Love in a Riddle. 


Am. Never. he never told me, that he loved. Ain. 
Eg. Amyntas, thou repeat'ſt my Words, as thou WArc. 
Wouldſt hold me to their literal Senfe : Take heed! Vm 
Evade not what I mean - Si 
Am, —— I take your Meaning : hat 
My Father knows, what's fit his Son ſhould anſwer, Arc 
Ag. Know'ſt thou then ought unfitting me to ask 2 
Am. VourQueſtion then, Sir, would require no Anſwiat N 
g. How! ſoblunt! Am I not thy Father, Boy And . 
Am. Such, Sir, my daily Prayers to Heaven, conf 
Nor ſhall my Father ſigh, that 'm his Son. (you 
Arc. No, generous Youth, thy Father ſighs— 
own thee, h MF 
Ag. Whence are theſe half Replies“ be full, If 
And tell me what thou knowꝰ'ſt of Tphis? Love. 
Am. The Precepts you have taught me reach not: 
Pardon my Doubts; for I am yet to learn, (th 
That Duty can diſpenſe with broken Friendſhip. 
Till he declares he loves; am I to accuſe him? 
Ag. Dareſt thou not make thy Father Judge of wh 
May wrong thy Friend. | 
Am. — Idare: I've told my Fears: | 
If they're unjuſt, condemn ; if not, forgive them. 
Arc. The faithful Boy! Ægon, I muſt embrace hic 
Believe me, Youth, thy deareſt Father's Arms 
Ne'er held thee to his Heart with fonder Joy. 
Excuſe him, Friend | 


Ag. What you applaud, my Lord, 12 
Needs not Excuſe —- e ? , i 
Arc. — O Zgon ! Friend indeed! = 
How ſhall I thank thy Care for ſuch. a Son... [A 
Thy Fear, Amyntas, to unfold thy Friend, Ane 


Commends thy Truth, and merits his Eſteem. 

However, to preſerve thy Faith unblemiſh'd, 

I give thee, with my Hand, my Word, whate'er 

Thy Candour ſkall inform me of his Love, 

My Boy ſhall never think a Wrong to him, 

Nor find, from me, Oceaſion to reproach thee. 
Am. This, Sir, unties my Tongue; 'my inme 

Like a ſair Volume open to your reading, . 


Love in 4 Riddle. 9 


c. Thou ſaidſt he never told thee, that he loy'd ? 


bv'd, Nm. Never 

1s thou Ware, — Yet thou believeſt his Grief is Love? 

ced! Em. Alas; my Lord, a Youth ſo happy in 

s Sire, ſo fam'd for Virtue; Birth, and Feature, 
What ftrange Misfortune can diſturb, but Love? 

ſwer. Arc. Speak without Fear! Love is a venial Frailty, 

D ask) Am. Tis true, when kindled by an Object worthy : 
Anſar Nature calls not Wiſdom to her Council, 


Boy And ſometimes chuſes with a youthful Eye. (him. | 


o 


cone Ag. Be brief, and name the Nymph,that has engag'd 
(ye Am. Let me not wrong him, Sir; I may miſtake 
15 Ker Name, which yet IJ have declin'd to know, 
[Ash Eg. What were thy Reaſons to avoid that Secret? 
1, I Anm. Becauſe I fear'd, if known, my Duty might 
: ompel me; at the Riſque of his Eſteem, 


h no io inform a tender Father of his Weakneſs. (ful? 
(thW Arc. Thou then haſt Cauſe to think his Paſſion blame- 
Am. What ſhall I ay? For you, my Lord, are twice 


y Sire, a Father to my Sire, and me! 
ay more, you honour him with Friendſhip! 
oo have a Friend, and would deſerve him! 

whom ſhall I oblige! whom dare t' offend ? 
hem. Arc. Neither, Amyntas; both ſhall be oblig'd. 
ce hid Am. Pardon myDoubts; but ſince your Word ſupports 
Fake mySuſpicions,as myEyes have caught them. (me, 
3 w_ Give me the Nymph, whom thou ſuſpect'ſt he 
„ Oves. 


Ff why 


Am. Since I muſt ſpeak— Ianthe, Sir, my Siſter, 

Vith undeſigning Charms, I fear, has ſeiz'd 

Nis youthful Heart; yet ſhuns the glorious Prize. 

Arc. Tis well, Amyntas I am ſtill in Temper : 

Ind ſince my Word has wrought thee to this Truſt, 

Pareſt thou yet make me farther Creditor, 

Ind, by a more implicit Faith, oblige me? 

Am. A Confidence in you, is ſcarce a Merit 

vours when ask'd, by Virtue, are conferr'd, 

Arc, Thus then, Amyntas - - when thou find'ſt my 

friendly Converſe, would diſcloſe his Love ; (Son, 

icline to hear him, and condole his Sorrows : A 
ut 


10 Love in a Riddle. 


But when he names 7anthe, as their Cauſe, 

Turn to Amazement, and reprove his Weakneſs! 
Diſlike, object, diſcourage, blaſt his Hope! 
Urge my Diſpleaſure, and lanthe's Scorn ! 
Recount Examples of clandeſtine Love, 


W hoſe joyleſs Hours have groan'd in live-long Woe, 


Set all the Terrors of Diſtreſs before him, 
And leave the Guidance of his Fate to me. 

Am. My Lord, you have bound me to a mourn 
But ſince I know your Nature juſt, and gentle, (Tas 
I will believe you at like heav'nly Power, | 
That ſtrews our Way to Happineſs, with Thorns : 
Some wondrous Secret, ſure, unripe forBirth, 
Tho? for a Seaſon wrapt in low'ring Clouds, 

Muſt break at laſt, — ſpread a golden Day. 


Arc, Time ſuits not now, to give thee more, Amy 


Let it ſuffice that Tphis is my Hope. 
Mean-while, we leave thee to thy Charge in hand. 
Be faithful to thy Truſt, and ſerve thy Friend. 


[ Ex, Arc, and Ago 


Am. Ambiguous ſtill! Vet where remains the Doub 
When Arcas has declar'd I ferve my Friend? 
But where's the Friend can help forlorn Amyntas ? 
If Iphis, ſprung from noble Blood, deſpairs 
Of his Ianthe, born ſo far below him 
What then, Amyntas, is thy wretched Portion? 
How muſt Paſtora, ſhould ſhe know thy Love, 
Redouble all her Scorn for thee, and on 
A Brother's Heart revenge a Brother's Pain ? 
Yet why (ſince Love was never deem'd a Crime) 
Should Virtue ſink abandon'd in Deſpair ? 
AIR ET 
Love's a Tempeſt, Life the Ocean, 
Paſſions croſt the Deep deform z 
Rude and raging tho' the Motion, 
Virtue fearleſs braves the Storm : 
Storms and Tempeſts may blow over, 
And ſubſide to gentle Gales; 
So the poor deſpairing Lover, 
When leaſt hoping, oft prevails. 


Love's a Tempeſt, &c. But 


Love in @ Riddle. TH 
t ſee! ſad Iphis comes! with heaving Heart, 
$ d penſive Pace, he ſilent ſtalks along, 
fring, with dewy Eyes, his Sighs to Heav'n! 

ithin this Shade, unſeen, I may attend 
s Mood, and farther know to ſerve him. | Am. retires. 
; Enter Iphis. (Flame? 
Ib. Why, why, fond Wretch, didſt thou avow thy 
as not her Friendſhip more than Love could merit ? 
> every Wiſh, that Innocence could form, 
Wternate Kindneſs, flowing from the Heart, 
I'd up the Meaſure of our ſocial Hours, 
ben to ſome diſtant Hill the Sports bave call'd 
he ſmiling Fair, unknowing of her Charms, | 
hvught it no Boon, to truſt thee with their Treaſures, 
t now, O fatal Avarice of Love! 
o what Reverſe of Fortune art thou fallen! 
ow, at thy Sight, thy cold Companion flies; 
r heedleſs paſhng, with adowncaſt Eye, 
Fontracts her Beauty from thy pining Senſe, 
ffen ded at their Power to wound, or cure. 
Iphis! now farewel thy Joys! farewel thy Peace! 
ere, to the Muſick of this gurgling Brook, 
din thy taint Voice, and 2 Woods thy Woe, 
he flitting Winds perhaps may catch the Sounds 
Ind watt them to lanrhe's Ear. 


1 AIR VI. 


While my Lo ve was a Secret, 320 Swain 
Was ſo bleſt, or ſo favour'd, as 1; 
No Paſiime delighted the Plain, 
But Ianthe, with Iphis would hye : 
When 1 wreſtled, or ſtrain'd for the Race, 
Her Boſom heav d Wiſhes for me; 
When I won it, ſhe bluſht with ſuch Grace, 
And cry'd----- ©! the Garland's for thee, 


But alas! ſince my Flame Treveal'd, 
All ber Kindneſs is turn'd to Di/damn; 
If ſhe eyes me, ſhe flies o'er the Field, 
Or bigs the Winds heur me compiain. $3 | 
I 72 


But 
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A ſympathetick Friendſhip join'd our Hearts, 
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When the Nymphs, to my Sorrows more kind, erh. 


Reproach tie hard Heart of the Maid; FT bo 
From her Anger this Anſwer they ind. 4A. 
Fond Love - has my Friendſhip betray d. II 

Amyntas returns. . 
Am. I have attended, Iphis, to thy Sorrows, 3 41 
And now, no longer can ſuppreſs the Friend , Pur: 
Give me thy Griefs at large, and eaſe thy Heart. 2 1p/ 
Iph. Amyntas ! have I till a Friend, in thee 2 a ſto 


A Friend, with whom I may repoſe my Grief ? 
A Friend, that will with Candour hear, 
And chide me with Compatlion ?— 

42. Yes, a Friend, 
That comes prepar'd, determin'd to aſſiſt thee, 


Na me, then, the Nymph, that thus has robb'd thee off it! 

Thy ſelf— 7 Faſt 
h. Need I repeat what every Grove Mil-1 

Has heard, what almoſt every Tree records ? Lie 


Rip up my Heart, and read Janthe there! Fart 
Am. My Siſter! is it poſſible! 1anthe ! | 
Iph. She, ſhe; Amyntas, has refol.'d my Ruin. 
Am. Let me ſuppreſs my Wonder, till I hear 

Thy Tale : unfold, from firſt to laſt, the Spring, 

The Progreſs, and the Iſſue of thy Hopes. ; 
Iph. Hear, and lament my Fate] will not dwell, 

Amyntas, with a Lover's Fondneſs, on _ 

Ianthe's Charms, tho? on that one Theme 

O I could talk whole Midnight Moons to waining. 
Am. Proceed: my Patience ſhall indulge thy Fond. 
Iph. Ere yetl was ſuſceptible of Love, [nel; 

Or that her Charms unblown could fear the Lover, 


Our Innocence inſeparable paſs'd our Days : 
Nature, at length, with ſoft Maturity | 
Spread o'er my youthful Cheek the manly Downs ba 
Then, with unuſual Pulſes beat a Heart; | 
New Wiſhes found new Luſtre in her Charms, 
And, on my gazing, Sighs uncall'd would rite : 
And yet, alas! ſo innocent my Thoughts, 
I knew not, then, cwas Love, nor till this Hour 

| Perhap 


- 


n 
A 
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4, Perhaps had known, but that a fatal Proof | 

TTho' at the Time tranſporting) ſince confirm'd it. 
Am. Tranſporting! Ha! let me conceive thee, 1phis. 
ay'd, 3 Ieh. Miſtake me not; the Proof, tho' ſweer, was 

5M harmleſs. 

Am. Forgive my Fear, I oughtt' have thought it ſo, 

Purſue thy Tale WA 

h. — It happen'd, ona Day, 

Paſtora, fair Ianthe, and my felt 
T heir Guide, returning wearied from the Chace, 
Accepted; from a neighbouring Swain, Refreſhment, 
There as within the Honey-ſuckle Bower 
Ve lay, whoſe waving Sweets enrich'd the Air; 
careful Bee, providing for the Hive 
ith buſy Toil, from Flower to Flower, flew round us. 
Paſtora fearful of his Flight, with Blows 
Miſ- ſpent in Air, diſturb'd his Diligence: 
e Inſect thus provok'd, with ſudden Rage, 
Parts on her Cheek his ſharp invenom'd Sting. 
The ſhrieking Maid, in Tears, deplor'd her Pain; 
WF hen kind lanthe to her Succour flew, | 


n. 4 ; 

And to the fiery Wound her balmy Lips 
„ Apply'd: Thenſolemn to the Ear, ſhe ſung 

Nerſes of holy and myſterious Meaning, 
yell, N Charm bequeath'd her by the Sage Eudocia:) 

n this the angry Tumour was diſpell'd, 

And to her Cheek the uſual Roſe return'd, | 
Am. Happy Relief! have Magick Notes ſuch Power? 
Fond. Nut O 14 I feel Paſtora's Pain / | 

[nel 777. V ho would not bear the Pain, to taſte the Cure? 
er, Wo, Amyntas, I rather mult believe 


The Charm receiv'd its Virtue from lanthe : 

For, ſure! ſuch Lips whate'er they touch muſt heal. 

Am. But, Iphis, how couldſt thou perceive, from 

Tat Love had ſeiz'd thy Heart — [ thence, 

3 IÞph.———— Attend the Sequeh 

hile I ſtood Witneſs of the charming Cure, 

ſaw ſueh humid Feryour on her Lips, 

ich willing Fondneſs ſparkling from her Eyes, 

eard the {\yeet chirping Sound of every Kiſs, 
B 
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In ſeeming Anguiſh covering with my Hand 
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Wich ſuch Delight——I wiſh'd the Wound my own 
At length ſo painful grew my tender Longing, 
That, on a ſudden burſting from the Bower, 


My Face, I writh'd like one in mortal Pain: 
The Cauſe inquir'd, I to Ianthe cry d, 


Another Bee. had pierc'd my raging _ n 
She, unſuſpicious of her Skill berray'd, 1 
Her Innocence unbluſhing at her Art, n 


With ſweet Convulſion drew my healthy Lip 

To hers, unknowing of the Joys Iſtole; 

No Malady ſhe found, but what ſhe gave, 

A thouſand Stings ſhe ſhot into my Heart, 

Which ſince confeſs'd, her Scorn denies to cure. > 
Am. What on the Inſtant follow'd this Proceeding! ; 
Ih. As to our Home we onward took the way 

I fondly ſmiling own'd the happy Fraud, 

Exulted on the Joy her Lips had given, 

And, to excuſe the Fact, impeach'd my Love! þ 

At this, a red Confuſion Auſh'd her Cheek; ] 

Quick Anger darted from her flaſhing Eyes, 

Till mute Concern diſtill'd a falling Tear, I 

Nor Prayers, Excuſe, or Penitenee prevail'd; 

For, from that Moment, never would ſhe ſpeak, 

Regard, converſe, or, unavoided, bear 


0 
My Preſence more. 7 
We AIR VII. 1 
Ience believ'd, are ſhe cou'd hate, 1 
Eind Nature wou'd her Laws undo, Pos 
That Doves wou d with the Falcons mate, Fru. 
Or Falcons to the Doves be tue. = 
But, to my Ruin, now ] ſee; He 

The ſofteſt Heart is hard to me. | 
A Nor can I blame her, Iphi; m 
With Grief, Iowa thy Story has deceiv'd me; Wh 
W ere theſe thy tender Motives for my Pity ? No 
Fond Youth, thy wanton Fraud was too licentious; h 
What leſs, than Scorn; could Maiden Shame return, ro 


For injur'd Truth, and Innocence betray d? Thy 
| | Mm 


vn 


2 


s; 
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ding! 
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I», O! Amyntas! thenIamloſt indeed! 
Reprov'd by thee too, I myſelt condemn; 
Lo merit her Diſdain is Miſery a 
ompleat - - 
Am. - Nay then I till muſt pity thee ! 
| Thy Reſignation yet recals the Friend, 
And ſooths the jealous Brother to forgiye, 
2 1þh, O then confirm it by the deareſt Proof, 

nd ſoften, to my Sighs, Iantbe's Hearts 
Am. No, Iphis; to confirm the Friend ſincere, 
Againſt thy Love I muſt ſupport thy Virtue : 
3 | bo Duty, Honour, Intereſt, and thy Fame, 
2 ich Foree invincible; oppoſe thy Hopes: | 
Therefore, in time, fond Youth; reſtrain thy Paſſton, 
ix on ſome Beauty equal to thy Birth, | 
reſerve the Fountain of thy Blood unſtain'd, 
And leave lanthe to inferior Hearts. RD 
Iph. Thy Words, Amyntas, like a Ponyard piet᷑ce me, 
Am, Thy preſent Pain ſecures thy future Peace, 
Iph. Can I have Peace, without lanthe's Love? 
Am. Canſt thou be happy with diminiſh'd Honour? 
Iph. Where Virtue is, the proudeſt Birth may bow. 
Am, Take heed, raſh Youth! thou haſt an high- 
| born Siſter : +: (cepts? 
How, in her Heart, wou'd{t thou approve theſe Pre- 
Ih, As thou wou'dit--it her Lover would applaud em. 
Am. As I wou'd! I miſtake thee ſure; explain. 
3 1h, Suppoſe Amyntas for Paſtora burn'd, . 
Suppoſe Pajtora ſhou'd approve his Flame; 
Then ask of Love, what wou'd Amyntas do? 
Am. Admit me frail -- were thata Plea for Iphis ? 
le probes me to the Heart! ſure he ſuſpects 
not, > Aſide. | 
Z muſt avoid the Subject, and retire. | 
2/15, howe'er my Friendſhip is inclin'd, 
ompaſlion muſt not cancel Obligations: 
hy noble Father is our Houſe's Patron: 
o ſerve thy Love, were to invade his Honour? 
Therefore be early warn'd, and rein thy Paſſion, 
Return to Duty, and abjure Ianthe. | 
B 2 AIR 
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AIR VIII. 
Fly, when ſhe charms thee: ö 
Virtue alarms thee : © 127 
Oppoſe her Beauty, | 1 
Vith Fame and Duty:; 4 * 
Love without Honour's the Bane of our Toys: TA oc 
When. Beauty's blaſted, By 
Love is ſoon waſied Wit 
Honour s a Bleſſing erh. 
Out- lives poſſeſſing ; Yan 
The Laurel of Fame no Thunder deflroys. I 
Fly, when, &c. (Ex, Amyn. ; 
Ih. Purſuade the Seas in Tempeſts to be calm! Wo 
Forbid the vernal Flowers to blow their Sweets e 
To ſmell, or Seaſons to regard the Sun! Is! 
Such is the Power of Iphis, to recede: 37 k 
To change, is the Relief of luke-warm Lovers Irn 
None can be happy, but who dare be wretched! ST} 
Fortune may ſtarve, but never change my Love. Bro 
No, no, my Heart ! Zo 
Indure the Smart; Ai 
Whatever Pain . 
Her Eyes ordain, 
My ne ver- changing Love ſhall bear. 
From Charms ſo ſweet 
There's no Retreat ; 


So juſt her Scorn, c 
1 till muſt burn, 1 
Tho doom d to ſure Deſpair, 2 


What tho her colder Eyes may grieve ma 
This Conſolation ſtill 1 find, 
That, from my Sorrows, to relieve me; 
Kinder Fancy forms her kind. 
There, diſarm'd of coy diſdain ; 
Het yielding Sighs reward my Pain, 
N Amyntas returns. 
Al Iphis diſpel thy Fears; Amyntas is 
With Joy return'd, to gratulate thy Love. 


ww .il.,g ed hl. 
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16h, What means my Friend? 
Enter Areas. 
Am. [Lord Arcas will inform thee. 
1ph. My Father! Proſtrate let me thus revere him. 
Arc. Ariſe, my Son! recover fo thy Heart, 
And proſecute 90 Love: Thy Friend Amyntas, 
By my Apeint ment, tempting — Deſires, 
With ſuch fair Praiſes bas adorn'd thy Truth, 
That my tond Nature earns to indulge thy Vows, 
And, far as my paternal Sanction may, | 
With Honour, in Iauthe to compleat them. 
myn. 71h. O kind Amyntas: Didſt thou thus deceive me ? 
3 Arc. I know the Treaſures of her Mind, as thou 
Her Charms; I know that Happineſs, in Love, 
Ils not the Gift of Fortune, or of Birth. 
I know that Honour is adorn'd by Virtue, 
That Title is, without it, but a Name: 
Therefore when Virtue prompts thy Heart to love 
For worldly Views, I give them, to the Air! 
Z 17h. How ſhall my future Life deſerve this Good- 
O Amyntas! I breathe again! and my {[neſs? 
2 Diſcordant Heart reſumes its Harmony! 
; of i | 
Away, away, Deſpair ! 
Leave me, Fear, 
Pining Care! , 
Of Hope a dawning Light 

| Kindly bright, * 7285 
I Diſpels my former Woes : 
1 Lifeis now ſoft Repoſa; 


Mhen Fears to Love Relief deny, 
By one ſubdu d, a Thouſand fly : 
When Hope is on«s in Sight, p 
BT hg —_ al — Hop 
Arc. To give thee, i, yet ata ez 
Agon, her | knowing — Canſent ö 
Had ratify'd thy Love, with Joy received 
The News, and warn'd Janthe of her Conqueſt, 
This Mament he prepares her for thy Wilhes, 
And brings her, 17 — to rece e thy Vows. 


Ih. x 3 Iþh. 
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Iph. O ſweet Relief! O unexpected Joy! 


Arc. Now good 4myntas have I kept my = 
Wi Am, And doubly have rewarded my Obedience. . 
ji Iph. And yet, alas, Ifear. Now I may ſpeak, od; 
bi My Heart retreats, and trembles to be heard, hat 
5 Arc. Who fears t' offend, takes the firſt Step to p 18 0 
| 0 1ph. But 1, in ſuch high Nature have offended —  - 
it Arc. Where the Offence is Love, the coldeſt Maid Ip 
0 Seldom exacts Repentance—- ſee ſhe comes! Þy a 
? i By her fond Father's Hand condued-- cheer t rt. THY 
5 Enter Ægon leading Iantbe, who ſtands ſome tine Heli 
"| ſilent ; 8 at a Diſtance. Sy t 
6 | I R . 
. Kg. A lovely Nymph, and Swain, 7 
At once adorn'd the Plain, or 
1 For whom the reſt, in vain, 1 
4 In Love were ſighing. 1 
i No Laſs, who ſaw the Youth, an 
24 But found ber Heart in ſooth - A 7 
1 All over Flame and Truth, ' WW 
1 And ſor him dying. Its 
1 But Oh ! the Boy . 
oy To all was cy, I” 
ut For he but one deſir d; = 
1. The Nymph by all admir'd 4 
1 Made him ſurrender. 3 It 
| | The dainty Nymph, it ſeems, 3 
| { Was farther, in Extreams z 3D 
4 For tho', tis true, bc 
"| She could ſubdue 11 
1 The Heart of every Swain : 
"oh Tet all purſu'd in vain ; S 
1 None ! none could bend her. 
bt Look there, my Darling 
0 * 2 
1 Arc. Fair lanthe # 
4 Turn thy kinder Eye 
1 Am. O lend thy pitying Ear. ' 
C | Jan. Methinks I ſtand, like a poor hunted Deer | 
0 Within the Toil, by lifted Spears ſurrounded. | 
1 N What) 
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Yd } hat is my Crime? Why am I here the Point 
Df f chiding Eyes 

ce, Pf Publick Gaze, the Mark of chiding Eyes, 

— nd general Reproach 2 Whom haveI wrong'd ? 


ot Iphis ſure! Unleſs wy Friendſhip was injurious : 
hat once betray'd, could I do leſs than end it ? 
We is Crime on that my Memory could loſe it!) 
Maid Þ ſooner ſhall forget, than dare to pardon, 
I ph. Tanthe, oh my Heart pines after thee ? 
Hear, By all our playfut Hours of Infant Life. 
Which almoſt Arm in Arm, our Innocence 
Delighted, and delighting has enjoy'd, 
By theſe my conſcious Pangs of Friendſhip loſt _. 
Ian. Thou haſt defiF'd it, {phis, by Deceit! 
Ish. O yet reſtore, reſtore me to myſelf; : 
Forgive, and call me to thy Friendſhip Home! (Shame. 
lan. Twas once my Pride ! remember'd, 'tis my 
= Alas, our Friendſhip was the Bloom of Love! 
And Love the Promiſe of the Tree perform'd. | 
Is then the Fruit leſs pleaſing than the Flower ? 
Ian. Yes — the white Hawthorn in its Bloom is 
Its Fruit Jeſs neglected, or the Food of Herds. (fragrant, 
Ish. O yet forgive; and never ſhall ungoyern'dLove, 
In conſcious Word, or Look, offend thy Virtue, 
Lan. That thou haſt wrong'd me Once, is my Mis- 
3 fortune; 1 
It 1 am Twice deceiv'd, the Guilt be mine. Going. 
Eg. lanthe, ſtay She returns. 
15. ——— Are Theſe, Amyntas, m 
Deluded Hopes? Ie riſes, and . on Amyn. 
Eg. No, Icompel thee not, | 
Thy Heart ſhall ever, in thy Love, be free. 
lan. Thus let my bending Knee be thankful! 
Say but my Heart is free! I ask no more. 
g. Free as thy Boſom- Thought 
ME; — Yes, fair Janthe, 
Howe'er my partial Fondneſs may regard _ 
A Sondiſtreſt, I ſtill eſteem thy Virtug ; 
Nor, with thy Father's Power, would thwartthy Wiſhes. 
If thou art injur'd, right thy Maiden Wrougs; 
If Loye wants Motiyes to compoſe thy Breaſt, 
W hat! h B 4 The 
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The Voice of Power, or Intereſt, ſhall be neuter, 
And leave thee free to Pardon, or Reſent. 
Ian. If 1 were capable of hating Iphis, 
This Goodneſs might remove it! No, my Lord, 
I am not yet ſo blinded by Reſentment, Un 
But that I can allow his Virtues ſtill . 
Diffuſive to the World: Why then am I = 
Diſtinguiſh'd by Offence ? With Griet 1 ſpeakit, fan 


. hy are thofe Virtues only blameable mn 
o me: — ' 
Iph. Couldſt thou behold thy Eyes, Ianthe, = 
Thy chiding Wonder of my Crime might ceaſe, 
2 Admit thy ill- placed Flattery were true, I ph, 
Is that Excuſe for Fraud, and injur'd Kindneſs 2 3 
For violated Faith, and ſenſual Inſult ? 4 
Iph. How can the Guilt of 1phis taint Ianthe? Jan. 
Ian. O weak Reply! 'tis not enough, that Maids ph, 
Are innocent; they mult be thought ſo too, | U 


And ſhe, whoſe violated Modeſty 
Forgives, reſents with a diſſembled Anger. 
AIR XIII. 
No, na, to pardon, were but approving 
All that the Guilt of Love bas done. 


Hearts that o'erlook Offences in loving, 
To their own Ruin blindly run. 
No, no, to pardon, &c, 


Virtue relenting | 
At humble repenting, 
Is but iu viting Offence to go on. 
No, no, to pardon, &c. Al 
She that diſpenſes In 
With firft Offences L 


But makes with Delight the Crime all her own, | 
| No, no, to pardon, & c. - 

Iph. Lyons and Tygers might be ſooner tam'd, - 
Than One obdurate Maid ! Some pitying God . 
Look down, diſſolve her frozen Heart, relieve 
A Lover's Pain, and give her Eyes es. | g 


own, © 


Love in @ Riddle, 2 


1 MY: 
Cupid ! Intreat her. 
Relentleſs Creature! 
Muſs I flighted yield my Breath ? 
No; :: 


221, 0 

ph. Have Ileaave to love you? 

1 an, N 0, E 

Apb. Can my Ruius move yon? 

Zan, N 0, 

Iph. In Pity, give me Life, or Death ! 
Jan. No, mo, 10, 20. 

I ph, O painful Station 

= Hard-fated Paſſion ! 


Can Youth and Beauty, Nature defy ? 


: an. If Men have Right to love, Maids have to fly. 


ph, Cupid! intreat her, &c, 
[Iphis turning from Ianthe, dejetted, leans againſt 4 
Tree, while Amyntas ſeems to talk to her apart. 
Arc. I tear me, Agen, we have gone too far! 


¶ Janthe ſeems to triumph in the Power 


e gave, and trains it to a Cruelty, | 
Ag. Give Nature Time! This Tide of Power may 
irgins grow ſeldom Old, in Cruelty. (turn; 
heir Tyranny is but a pore ſhort-liv'd Flower ; 

ith Pride it blooms, but ſooner fades than Beauty, 
Am. Tis true, Ianthe, thou art free to ehuſe; 


But ſomething ſeems to that Indulgence due: 


hou ſeeſt the generous Arcas, and thy Father, 
hough they impaſe not, recommend atleaſt, 
\nd, in their Silence, chide thy Coldneſs. 
lan. Leave me to pauſe. Virtue! to thee, thus far, 


Implicit have I paid Obedience! Now 


upport, and cover with thy Wings my Weakneſs. 
[ Aſsde. 
Am. If ever, Iphis, now reſumethy Cauſe. 


Ipb. Janthe! though my Fault confeſs'ddeſpains 
Of Pardon, let me hope my Puniſhment 
At leaſt extends not to thy rooted Hate 
Divide, if poſſible, the Lover from 
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The Friend; and to remember, that I, once, Jan, 
Was unoffending 1þhis— wear this Trifle. = 
[ Offering his Crod 
Ian, Accepted Preſents, Ipbis, are for Hearts 
In Amity, and therefore ſuit not me: 
Yet ſince, I find, the general Wiſh attends thee; *' 
In Proof, atleaſt, that I ſuſpend Reſentment, lan 
One Gift I will receive, and only One. | 
Iph. O! quick pronounce thy Pleaſure, and relie 


me! | 

Ian. Relieve thy ſelf; on thee Relief depends! W 
Now, if thou canſt, divine thy Life to come, 110 
For thus our Goddeſs has reſolv'd thy Doam ! OY * 


Arc. Egon! Amyntas, hear 11 
Iph. — My Soul attends thee! 1 
lan. Know then, impatient to redreſs my Wrong 19 
Before the Holy Shrine of chaſte Diana this Mora ;F 
I proſtrate threw me, and implored her Aid: 
The Goddeſs ſmil'd propitious to my Prayers, Be 
And to refent the Stains of Iphi“ Love, | 
Theſe Words her ſacred Oracle pronounc d. 
That which He cannot have, ſhall 1phis give; 
« That, which Thou canſt not give, or He deſire; 
That which He muſt not have,muſt Thou receive} 
« That! that'sthe Right thy preſent Wrongs require 
Ipb. What jangling Paradoxes rack my Brain! : 
Arc. Can Love thro? Riddles only reach their 
Hearts? 


\ 
Apart? 


g. When l was young, Talways found it ſo. þ Wh 
Jan, © Till this, from Iphis She receive, — 


«« Ianthe never ſhall forgive. 

«© When lobi: plain this Riddle reads, 

te Then to his Wiſh, his Love ſucceeds. 

1% Now turn thee, Iphis, to thy Art. 

„ Mean-while, like Friends compell'd, we pa 
Ib, Can.Iphis from lanthefly? "ih 
lan. Will Iphis, what ſhe asks, deny? 

| AIR XV. | 
Tph. Thus the plaintive Exile ſighs, 
Doom'd to leave his native Shore, 


Ian 


Love in a Ridalo. 23 


Thus the cheerful Merchant tries 

ö Sea and Winds, for golden Oar. 

iph. Winds, and Seas, with gentle Gales, 

f Sometimes waft us to Repoſe; 
| But the baniſh'd Lover ſails, 

3 Wreck'd with every Wind that blows, 
lan, Danger paſt delights the Mind , 
Lie, if always calm, would cloy ; 

relievt In our proudeſt Hours, we find, 

Sweet Relief is all our Joy. 
| 2 Both. Sweet Relief, &c. 


Iph. Death and Abſence are the ſame. 
lan. Abſence tries a conſtant Flame. 
„ 1pb. Conftant Love ſhould find Reward, 
e lan. Love ſhould all Commands regard. 
Ih. Truth and Love ſometimes per ſuade, 
Morn lan, Love and Fate will be abey d | 


Fate 7. Love fhall . 

Both. Liv 3 and Last — I 1 | 

| 2 but 1anthego off, 
Jan. Tis done! his tender Paſſion is reveal'd. 

grel V hat I endure, lies here, a Load conceal'd. 

er Pall not for Pity, Iphis, of thy Pain; 
C11 nleſs thy Thoughts conceiv'd what mine ſuſtain, 
quite uy Love, by Pride ſuppreſs'd, was harder born 
han all thy Anguiſh, from Ianthe's Scorn. 
Apar;Faequal, Nature, ate thy Laws ordain'd! 
By thee, we're taught to love, by thee, reſtrain'd ; 
While lordly Man no ſooner feels thy Fire, 
Than he, unblam'd, avows the ſoft Deſire, 
elts with complaining _ our'Hearts away, (tray. 
Till what, with Pain, we hide, our conſcious Eyes be- 
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ARC As and ZGON, 


Arcas. O gon! how ſhall I requite thy Love? 
Much for Amyntas Virtue is thy Due; 

But for JIanthe more! A Female Mind, 

So greatly rais'd above her humble Fortune, 

So juſtly jealous of her Maiden Fame, 

So warm, yet graceful, in her firm Reſentment; 

So fearful to forgive, ſo ſweetly loth 

To puniſh, where paternal Pity pleaded ! 

A Heart ſo finiſh'd in the Mold of Virtue 

Raiſes my Wonder high as my Content! 

Theſe, gen, theſe are Bleſſings, from thy Care 

Deriv'd, which Areas never can repay. 

2. Has not your equal Care of my Paſtora 

Moi e than repay'd the Debt of your Janthe? 

And does not Jobis ballance your Amyntas ? 

Talk not of Obligations then, unleſs 

You would inquire, what zo owes to Arcas! 
Are, Letthem be mutualthen : what Virwe gives | 

Is always ſo: When Friends, on Friends, confer, © 

To give, or to receive, is equal Pleaſure. 

Now tell me, Egon, {peak thy real hts, 

What muſt we judge of cold Ianthe's Conduct? 
g. That Education has aſſiſt ed Nature, 

And given her Prudenee to conceal her Love. f 
Arc. Her Love! why was the Riddle then impos'd?! 

For, it ſhe loves, her Hopes are there in Hazard: 

If Iphis never ſhould have Skill to ſolve it, | 


On her own Heart her Cruelty recoils. A 

Eg. 'Tis true: but Nature is, in female Hearts, ute 
So ſhy, they ſometimes will endure more Pain 

To hide, than to accompliſh their Deſires. C 


But hefe, alas! the Danger's ſoon remoy'd, Lor 
Ss 1 
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is but her whiſpering ſome Boſom- friend, 
ho kindly may betray the Truſt to 1phis. 
rc, Suppoſe ſhe never make that Truſt.— 
K. - - Knowthen, 
at I, myſelf, already have unt 'd it. 
Arc. Tis more than I can reach; explain it.. 
EEE... - - - No. 
dur Heart's too tender to conceal it long. 
Du, on the firſt Diſtreſs of Iphis, would aſſiſt him. 
Arc. Well! take thy own Courſe, till proper time de- 
Now, Agon, turn we to our other Care, [mand it, 
bilaurus is this Day arriv'd from Corinth 
gorgeous Pomp, to make his Conqueſt ſure ; 
he Fame, he tells me, of my Daughrer's Charms, 
Bath drawn him from the Crowd ot Courtly Beauties,” 
ſhoſe Rival Hearts, in vain, have ſigh'd to hold him, 
o lay his Fortunes at Paſtora's Feet. 
g. This Froth and Vanity muſt yield us Sport. 
e Arc. Tleave his Follies, Ægon, to thy Charge; 
hy jovial Tongue will play upon his Pride, 
nd better ſound the Shallows of his Heart. 
Nut I muſt, as befits his Birth, receive him: 
or, for his Father's ſake, muſt ſlight his Weakneſs. 
aſtora ſhall be inform'd of his Arrival : 
Fring thou Amyntas to their Interview: 
ives FW here, when he ſees, in form, the high Philautss 
r, y my own Hand preſented to Paſtora, 
Then ſhall we prove, how far his ſecret Flame 
Can bear a Rival, or deſerve a Miſtreſs. 
tg. Firſt, let me treſpaſs on your gentle Patience: 
his Way 1 ſee old Corydon advancing: 
He comes, by my Appointment, to complain 
bs d) Pf ſome Abuſe, that's offer'd to his Daughter; 
nd hopes, that your Authority will right him. 
Arc, Tis true! ſomewhat of this Paſtora told me. 
Ag. He's here, with all the Parties, to attend you. 
Ss, Enter Corydon, Phillida, Cimon, Moplus, Damon, and 
3 other Shepherds, | 
Cor. May all our Gods preſerve the noble Arcas, 


Lord of our Lands, and Flocks,— 
T. Arc, 
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46 Love in a Riddle. 
Arc. — —+ Good Neighbours, welcome! 
What ſeems amiſs, that may concern your Welfare! Nas li 


Cor. Ah! my good Lord, I have no Skill to ſpeechi or h. 
But Grief at Heart will always find a he, - nd « 
ughter, 


My Lord, this home-bred Maid I call my har 
She's all I have, and all my Hope; nowl low 
Would gladly fee her well diſpos'd in Marriage. nd t 
And that ſhe might not dye a Maid, unask'd, Nut y 
J have declar'd one half of what I have he | 
Her Dow'r, in preſent; at my Death, the reſt. Ind 
"Tis true, *tis little; but till, the Halt is Halt! ill 
Now here, ſo pleaſe you, I have found her out if 


A pair of wholeſome Youths, to take her Choice of: lea. 
Brothers they be, Sons of my Neighbour Dorus, nd 


This is call'd Cimon, and the younger Mopſits / Fc 
Their Means, and Manners, ſuit her Breeding well, f | 
And both profeſs their Hearts are ſet upon her. en 
Cim. Yes, and pleaſe you, Both cruelly in Love, What 
Half cryin hy 


Cor. Nay pr'ythee, Cimon, let me tell my Story. 

Arc. A little Patience, Friend 

Mop. — — — Hoh! hoh! hoh! hoh! dan 
That Fool my Brother's always in the wrong! 

Cor. Fy! fy! Mepſus / now thou art worſe thai h: 
Arc. Onwith thy Tale 

Cor. — — Now, Sir, theſe Lads, I ſay, 
Were nothing in the way to croſs their Courtſhip, 
Might one or t'other make her a good Husband. * 
But here, here, an't pleaſe you, lies our Grief! 
The wiltul Girl is ſcornful to them both. 
And why? becauſe, forlooth! ſhe loves another! 
But how! how is her Love diſpos'd? Why thus! 
This prankihg gameſome Boy, this Damon here! 
With Songs, and Gambols, has I think bewitch'd her. 
His Pipe, it ſeems, has play'd her ſweeter Sounds, 
And all the idle Day they toy and ſing together, 

Cim. Ay ſo they do, and pleaſe you 

Cor. — — Nay, nay, Cimon ! [tho 

Cim, Well, well! I've done : but I'm ſure it's true 

Cor. So nothing now will down with her but Damen 
And what will Damon do? Why, ruin her! The 
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Love in a Riddle. 27 
he Lamb that's in the hungry Fox's Mouth, 

as little Hope to ſcape being made his Breakfaſt : 

or he declares he ne er intends to marry, 

nd openly defies my Power to force him. 
hard Defiance to a tender Father! [Weeps, 
low, good my Lord! 'tis true * not our King, 
nd therefore none are bound, by Law, to obey you. 
ut you've a ſtronger Tye o'er us, our Hearts. 

he Men were branded here,that ſcorn'd yourPleaſure, 
nd the great Good you do us every Day, 

ill make your Word go farther, than a Law : 

if your Pity think my Caſe is hard, 
leave the Manner how, to your great Wiſdom ; 
nd hope yourGoodneſs will prevent a Father'sSorrow. 
Arc. O Xz0n'! how affecting is the Tongue 
f plain Simplicity The honeſt Wretch! 

e moves me more with Nature's Eloquence, 

han all the Points of our Athenian Orators. 

hy Grief, good Corydon, I take to Heart, | 

nd, to my poor Extent of Power, will ſerve thee. 

ut hear we now, what others may reply. 

damon, thou aſt heard this good old Man's Complaint; 
hy haſt thou dallied with this Maid's Affection? 

Dam, My Lord, I mean the Laſs no harm, not I: 
Tis true, I like her Lip, and ſo I do 

Nome twenty others; and twenty others may 

Have all the ſame Demand to marry me! 

ut, las- a- day! tho' Kiſſing goes by Favour, 

Man can't marry every Girl he kiſſes 

Mere that a Claim, then ſhe, that firſt was kiſs'd, 
Should firſt be married; ſol hope, my Lord, 

{hall not be bound to do One right, in you 

o Hundreds, that ſhould come, in turn, before her, 

Ag. Sirrah ! thou mak'ſt thy Perjuries a Sport, 
nd think'ſt thy Wit excuſes Wickedneſs. 

Dam. Not ſo hard, good Maſter; for Maids ſome- 
re ſlippery Bits, as well as we; and he [times 
hat has but one poor String to his Bow, if that 
hould fly, will find but ſorrySport a ſnooting. note thee 
Ag. Knave! thou'rt a Nulance ; all thy Neighbours. 
or a Poacher: When Nuts are ripe, he cracks, You 
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28 Lobe in a Riddle. 


You half the Apron-ſtrings, around the Country; 

Arc. Gently, Agon; let us ſuſpend Reproof, - 

That we may hear, without Diſguiſe, his Thoughts, 
ell Damon, what Amends to Corydon ? 

What ſhall I ſay have done to right his Daughter 
Dam. Why let the Damſel pleaſe her ſelf, my Lord 

If ſhe's diſpos'd to marry, there's her Choice. 

If to make Life a Frolick——. Here's her Man, 


There's no great hardſhip, where the Will is free: C 
As ſhe muſt firſt conſent before ſhe kifles, ec 


I hope ſhe'll firſt have mine, before I marry. 
For though ſome Men have hang'd themſelves fo 
Yet, I have known my Betters think a Wite {Maid 
The worſt of Halters; ſo what&er betide me, 


I hope, you won't make Marriage, Sir, my Sentence be 
Arc. Think'ſt thou a virtuous Bride, a Puniſnment! Tha 
Dam: A Halter made of Silk's a Halter ſill. ak 

And as the Seng wiſely ſays, my Lord, ou 

HW C1 
The Man, for Life, | he | 
That takes a Wife, ee! 
Is like a thouſand diſmal Things: A) 
A Fox in Trap, Ci 
Or worſe, may hap; 5 | at 

An Owl, in Case, that never ſings. 

Dull, from Mora to Night 


He hates her Sight, 
Yet he, = Soul ! muff end re it. 
Bed of Thorns \ 
Head of Horns ! 
Such a Life ! 
Rope, or Knife, 
Can ouly cure it. 
II. 
A Bull at Stake, 
To merry make, 
He roars aloud, and the Laugh is firong \ 
Like Dog, and Cat, 
Or Puſs, and Rat, 


Re fights for Life, and it laſts as long. 
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+ But the Man that's free, : 
F 5 Is like the Bee, | 
ts, i While every Flower he's taſting, 

Nover cloys, ä 
1 With his Foys: 
Lord Day, or Night, 
New Delight 
Is only laſting. | | 

Cor. Youſee, Sir, I have not accus'd him falſely ;. 


E 
e owns himſelf more wicked, than I ſpoke him, 
Arc, "Tis true, as ſuch we ſhall PX" e him. 
ves fa ell, my good Friends, 1 hope what you propoſe 


Maid [ToCim, and Mop, 
ill ſhew your Hearts are of an honeſt Mold. | 
here ſtands the Maid; if you have ought to urge, 


tence; 
nent! That may prefer your Hopes to { amon's, 


ake this Occaſion to avow your Love : 
ou have her Father's Wiſh, and my Protection. 
Cim, Ah! Sir, an *like you, I have no Heart to ſpeak , 
he flouts, and glowts, at me, from Morn to Night. 
ec how ſhe looks now! *cauſe ſhe can't avoid me. neſs. 
Arc. Take Courage, Man; 'tis but her Maiden Shy- 
Cim, D'ye think fo, Sir? Why then 1 will take Heart? 
an old Song will do the Thing, have at her. 
AIX II. 
There's not a Swain, 
On the Plain, 
Vould be bleſt as I, 
O could you but, could you but, on me [mile : 
But you appear 
So ſevere, 
That trembling with Fear, | 
My Heart goes pit a pat! pit a pat! all the whk.l: ! 
When I cyy, © 
Muſt I dye? 
You make no Reply, 
But look ſhy, . | 
And with a ſcornſul Eye, 
Kill me with your Cruelty * 
How can you be, can you be, 
How can you be, ſo hard to met 
BY 2 ; 
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Ah! poor Cimon, thou art near the nearer! c 
Not all thy Sighs, nor Songs, nor Sobs can move hei], 
| Ts : I'%g ou 

Cor. Lou ſee, my Lord, the Lad tho“ fearful, in Wot 
His Heart is honeſtly diſpos'd however. W. 


Arc. Perhaps ſhe may be more inclin'd to Mopſus. F 
g. Come, Mopſus, now for thee, thy Heart ſeen 1 o- 
Mop. Ay! *twas always ſo: love to langh,(cheartuW1 k. 
Let things go how they will : why let her frown ! An 


As long as Cimon's us'd as ill as I, | | But 
It gives one's Mind a little Eaſe however! An 
Happenas 'twill, I ſhall have him to laugh at- ( 
So, as he's for ſinging an old Song ſadly, | 
*Twill be but ſad, to try a new one merrily. . 
| 1 AIR III. 
When Phillida milks her Cow, 1 
Heu have Iſtood {mirking ? Da; 
Oh! the pretty Stream — , See 
With a Jerk, anda Jerkin ! An: 
. Thy whnter Boſom too ſo heav'd, 'Ti: 
Half out, and half in- An 
That of my Breath I was bereav'd, To 
With a fit of laughing! © W 
I could not held from lau——ghing ! Ag 
Half out, and half in ! , Ag 
: Oh! to ſee them fall, and riſe, Ye 
1laugh'd, till 1loſt my Eyes: W. 
* Half out, and half in ! 
5 And it was the pureſt Sight, 
E'er gave Delight, h 
$ From Morn to Night, 
Icould ha“ died, with laughing, 
W.th lau— ghing. 


g. Well ſaid, Mopſus! Thou ſing'ſt it, from ti 
And 'tis a merry one _. (Hen 
Mop, - - - Better than crying, _ 
Cor, Ah ! Sir, we poorSwains have but homely W orc 


To ſpeak our Minds; but what we ſay, we ſtand to. 


Arc, An honeſt Principle; Now, my goed Frien« 
Let us enquire into thy Daughter's Heart: 


For that muſt guide us 


ye her 
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Love in a Riddle. 3¹ 
C M. Phillida, come near 
Arc. Well, my fair Maid! is there, within my Power, 

Ought, that may contribute to thy Happineſs? 

Ot all theſe Youths, for thou art free to chuſe, 

W hich is the Swain comes neareſt to thy Heart ? | 
Phil. Since I am forc'd to go the Truth, my Lord, 

I own my Heart has play'd a ſimple Game; 

I know * Father's Kindneſs means me well, 

And I could wiſh | had the Power to pleaſe him; 

But ! am loth to lead a Savage Life: 

And ſure / theſe Lads were woful Company. 
Cim. O ſcornful Maid my Heart will burſt withGrief! 

Cres. 

Mop. Hoh! hoh /i poor Cimon's in a bitter abies 4 
Laughs. 

Phil, Twere hard to chuſe, from ſuch Ec. ot 

Darnon, with all his Infidelities, * (Folly, 

Seems not to me, Sir, half ſo terrible? 

And I am more, than much afraid, I love him 

'Tis true, I know him fickle, falſe, and faithleſs / 

And | have * a thouſand, thouſand times, 

To ſhut him from my Thoughts, but *twill not dol 

When e' er my Heart is open, in he comes 

Again ſubmits, and is again forgiven ! 

Ag1in] loye, andam again forſaken! 

Yet ſtill he fools me on; arid when he's abſent, 

Wich Signs; and Songs, I thus relieve my Folly, 

n . | 
"What Woman could do, I ha ve try d, to be fret; 
Let do all Ican, | 
Ind Hove him, and tho' he flies we, 
Still, ſtill he's the Man. 
They tell me, at once, he to twenty will ſuear: 
When Vows are ſo fweet, who the Falſhood can fear? 
So, when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still. — ſtill he's the Man. 
II. 
Peanght him once making Love to a Maid, 
Mhen to him Iran. | 
Fe turm d, and he kiſs'd mezt hen weho could uporaid 
$80 civil a Man? 
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The next 27 I found to a Third he was kind, fl 


* 1rated him ſoundly; he ſwore, I was blind; 
So, let me do what I can, 
Still —— ftill he's the Man, 
III. 
All the World bids me beware of his Art: 
Ido what Ican ; | 
But he has taken ſuth hold of my Heart, 
I duobt he's the Man 
So [Tweet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo kind, 
He may ha ve his Fauits, but if I none can find, 
Who can do more than they can; 
He. ſtill is the Man. 

Arc. Take Comfort, Corydon; all yet may mend: 
Thy Daughter's frank Confeſſion of her Love 
Perſwades me of her guarded Innocence! 

And though licentious Damon may deſerve 
Severe Reproof; yet for the Maiden's ſake 
(For what he ſuffers, her fond Heart will feel) 
We will not harden him, by Puniſhmeyt, 
But rather tempt him by Reward, to Virtue. 
Of this bad matter make we then the beſt. 
If therefore, Damon, thou, orany Swain, 
By Suit, or Service of his Love, can wooe, 
And win this gentle Maid, to be his Bride, 
The Dow'r. which her kind Father has declar'd, 
My ſelf will double, on her Marriage-day, | 
And give him, with her Hand, my farther Favour. 
Cor. May all the Gods preſerve the bounteous Art. 
A double Portion! Now, my honeſt Lads, 
There's brave Encouragement to warm your Hearts! 
Now ſhew your Skill, and who's the feateſt Fellow! 
Now fing, and danceher down to your Deſires! 
Now, Phillida, let faithleſs Damon ſee 
W hat Love, and Honeſty have gain'd, by Truth; 
And what his Pranks have loſt by Wickedneſs. 
Phil. Diſhoneſty ſhall never gain on me. 
Mop. A double Dowry, Cimon; now's our Time! 


(in. Ay, but I'm tender-hearted ; my ry Hop 


Will aever bloſſom, while ſne looks ſo froſty 
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Love in a Riddle. 33 
Cor. Learn ot thy Brother, Lad; thou ſeeſt he knows 
No Fear, nor Griet : Up with thy Heart, and at her. 
Cun. Well then, ſince you encourage me, I will. 
Cor, Well ſaid, my Boy! Ah! this joyful Day 
as ſet my Heart upon the merry Pin! ee” 
When! was young, *twas thus I play'd the Sweetheart. 


When Ifollow'd a Laſs, that was ſroward, and ſhy, 
O Iftuckto her fluff, till 1 made her comply 
O! Ttook her fo lovingly round the Maſte, 
And I ſmack'd her Lips, and I held her faſt! 
When hugg d, and hall'd, 
ond: She ſqueal d, and ſqualbad; 
| And tho) ſhe veu?d, 40 I did was in vain 
Yet I pleas'd her ſo well, that ſhebere it again? 
Let Ipleas'd, & c. | f 
Then hoity toity ! 
* Whisking, frisking, 
Green was her Gown upon the Grafs ; 
O! ſuch was th: Joy of our dancing Days! 
O ſuch was the Joy of our dancing Days 
Arc, Well done, my merry Heart! Come, Corydon, 
Now let us leave theſe Lovers free to wooe, | 
And he that firſt ſubduing, and ſubdued, | 
Comes Hand in Hand, to ask her Bridal Dow'r, 
In farther Token of my Love, my felf 
Will crown him with a Chaplet, worth his wearing, 
A Kg. Now for the Garland. 
Mop. -- - - ULiive the noble Arcas! 
: Arc. gon! bring thou Amyntasto the Grove 
W - ot Citrons, there Paſtora ſhall receive 
Philautus. Ex. Arcas and Egon ſeverally. 
Cor. Let me but live to ſee that Knave, 
h ; That graceleſs Damonbebb'd ! let him but wear 
_ E& The Willow! I'll jump into my Grave, l 
„Wich Joy — £ {Exit Cor, 
me. Dam. — $0! now haye I probably 
Hop All my whole Work to do over again! | 
This double Dow'r, no doubt, will turn her Brain, 
And ſet the Wind-mill of her Sex & going, | Aide. 
C 3 Mop, 


nd, 


34 Love in 4 Riddle. 
Mop. Now! Cimon, now-!' ' Ci 
1 Cim. Id rather you'd ſpeał firſt, ſha 
WH Mop. No, you are the Elder | Ph 
=! Cin... But my Heart miſgives me. like 
= Phill, Still ſilent! no kind Offer yet from Damon? Ci 
= Has Fortune no Effet upon his Heart? LAſid. pl 
3 Cim. No, no, I tell you, I ſhall never hit nd 
_Y The Tune alone | nd 
=. Mop. Well chen, be ſure you back me, C 
Y JT; tl Al R VI. P. 
= Tell me, Philly, tell ne-roundly, w: 
= When you will your Heart ſurrender * C 
= Cim, Faith, and Troth ! Ilevethee woundly, of 
= And 1was the firſt Pretender. nc 
= Mop. Of us Boys, = 4 
= Cim. Take thy Choice: T hi 
_ Mop. Here's a Heart. C 
= Cim. —— And here's a Hand tas. ze 
= Mop. His, or mine, 1 
_ Cim. All is thine. 0 
= Both. Body and Goods at thy Command too, 
= Phill, How harſh and tedious is the Voice 
: 1 tf Of Love, from any but the Vaicedelir'd! Ne 
= | AIR VII. 
"= While you both pretend a Paſſion, g 
= "T would be Cruel to chuſe.atther x u 
= To preſer ve * Inclination, 
= 1 muſt kindly fix on neither. 7 
Ha Jo be juſt, ve, It 
= I now muſt | G 
= Make yours, and yours be equal Caſes ; 
= Therefore pray, | 0 
1 From this Day, | 
1 I never may behold your Faces. 
i Now be ſilent; if Damon is inclin'd 
1 To ſpeak, his turn is next, you've had your Anſwer, 
[| Mop. Well! let him ſpeak ! mayhap your Face 
F May get as little good from him, as ours 
| From you tisn't every Man will marry you 
|| Don't cry, Cimon; it only makes her prouder. 
x Cim. 
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Cim. She has given me ſuch a kick o' the Heart, 
ſhall never recover it | 

Phill. Hark thee, Cimon? 


like thee better than thy Brother far. 
Cim. O! the Gracious! do you truly, and truly? 


Aſide, Phil. l'll give thee Proof this Inftant ! take him hence, 


nd keep him from my ſight, an Hour at leaſt; 
nd when thou ſeeſt me next, come thou without him. 
Cim. Give me thy Hand ont. 
Phill, — Huſh! not now, they'll ſee us. 
way with him. | | 
Cim. A Word's enough — I'll do't. . 
ome, Mopſus, come away—. for I have a thing, 
nd ſuch a thing to tell thee, Boy 
Mop. What ails | 
The Fool! Thou'rt mad! 
Cim. — Mad! Ay, and ſo would you 
ze too, were my Caſe yours; but come away. 
Mop. Nay, not ſo faſt, good Cimon— 
Cim. — Faſter, Mopſus, faſter. | | 
Cimon hurries off Mopſus. 
Dam, My charming Creature! this was kindly done! 
Never was Favour, to a Fool, ſo well 


* 


Diſſembled. 
Phill, Ves, I have learn'd, from you, Diſſembling. 
ind you'll again diſſemble, to reward me. 
Dam. Why ſo ſuſpicious, Phillida ? Don't I love thee? 
hy all this Buſtle, at my Heart, when thus 
I touch thy Hand, or gaze upon thy Eyes! 
Give me thy Lips, and ſee how thou rt miſtaken, 
Phill. No, Damon; Lips are but liquoriſh Proofs 
Of Love, and thine too often have deceiv'd me. 
AIX. VIII. 
Dam. 


Away with Suſpicion, 
That Bane to Deſire; 


The Heart that loves truly, all Danger defies : 
. The Rules of Diſcretion © 
But ſtifle the Fire; 
On its Merit alone, 8 Beauty relies. 


has 
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u bat Folly to tremble, . 

Leſt the Lover diſſemble 

His Fire? 

Turtles that woot, 

Bill and cooe : 

While we enjoy 

We muſt be true ! 

And to repeat it, is all, 

All wecan deſire. | 
phill. Tis thus thou always haſt decoy d my Heart! 
Thou know'ſtI love, and therefore wouldſt undo me. 
Dam, 1 know thou loveſt, and therefore would ſe 

Sy | . | cure thee, 
Phill. hile you furſue me, 
Thus to undo me, 
Eure Ruin lies in all you ſay. 6 
To bring your toying, | 
{ # to enſoying, | 


: 


— — 


Cal! *rſt the Prieſt, and name the Day; 
Ihen, then name the Day. 


LZaſes are willin 
As Lads, for bling, 
When Marriage Vows are kindly pref. 
Let holy Father 
Tye ss loge her, 15 1 ons 
Then bill your Fill, and bill your beſt; 
Then, then bill your beft. 5 
Dam. What, not a Hand, a Lip, for old Acquaimtance! 
Not one poor Sample of the Grain, my Dear, 
Unleſs make a Purchaſe of the whole ? 

Phill, No, Damon; now ' tis time to end our Fooling 
Conſent to wed me, or forbtar to love. [riage? 
Dam, What! doſt thou think to ſtarve me into Mar- 
Ph. ll. I'UIſtarve my felt, but I'll avoid thy Fal ſnood 
Graze where thou — 5 I'Il feed no rar ing Lovers. 
Dam. No- nor I won't be pounded, ww ile I can leaf 
A Hedge: So. keep vour Graſs for Calw es to graze on. 
I need noc go 2 Mile tor Paſture, Dame, 

And good as any Meal that you can make mo. 


Phil 


O RN 
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phill. Do, leave me, do, and prove thy (elf a Tray- 
ithleſs, inhuman Damon (tor, 
Dam, —— Mighty well! | 
\is double Dow*r, I find, hasturn'd thy Brain! 

nd thou would'ſt make me madder than thy ſelf! 
Husband! Death! a Mill-horſe! what, to grind, 
Jorind, in one poor hopeleſs Round of Life 
o-day, to-morrow, and to-morrow, till 

o plod the Path, I trod the Day before! | 

! methinks 1 feel the Collar on my Shoulders! 

Phill. Abandon'd Damon! now | begin to hate thee. 
Dam. I'm glad, my Miſtreſs, that you'll ſpeak your 
pmeGirls will fool you on till one's Heart aches. Mind! 
t ſince I know your Play, Forſooth, hang lag, 

y 1, and ſo farewel, fair Phillida. 


eart! 
o me. 


ald ſe 
e thee. 


AIX I. | 
Dam. Tl range the World, where Freedom reigns, . 
And ſcatter Love around the Plains. 1 


Plaill. Til farve my Love, and rather part, 
Than yield my Hand, to fool u Heart. 

Dam, The Frowns of This, I ne'er take lil: 

UM bers One denies, there's Two that will. 
Phill, Since Maids by K _ are undone ; 
| Adieu, Mankind; Fil ſigh for none. 

Dam. No frozen La/s ſhall hold me long. 

Phill, Ne Swain, that's ale, my Love ſhall wrong, 
Dam, Farewell ! farewell tis time to part. 
Phill, Thus from thy Hold, I tear my Heart, 
Both. Farewell ! farewell, &c, 


SCENE changes to a Pleaſant Garden joining to 
the Houſe of Arcas, + * f 


ance! 


oling 


riage! 

5 nter Arcas conducting Philautus, with gon and A- 
hood! myntas. 1 1 
ers. Arc. Once more you're welcome, to our „ 
n leapſÞnd what is wanting in Magnificence, Sir; 


e On, 


ll be ſupply'd in Will, 2nd Wiſhes, to delight you, 
Phill. Your civiliz'd Depoctment till retains : 
he Courtier—thatſuff: ces You are polite. 
ou know my Birth, and what my Rank requires See 


Phil} 
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And tho! my Life has always ſtream'd with Pleaſursg. 
Lloye ſometimes t' unbend from crowded Courts, Wnov 
And ſnuff the Rural Air Your Hounds are good? 

Arc, Ofthe old Spartan Breed it All ſtaunch as Tru 
High- mettled on the Scent, and in full Cry 
The jolly Chorus thunders in the Vale. 

A ſporting Stag will beiter ſpeak their Virtue. 

Phill. We'll find an early Day. And now, my Lon 
Nothing ſeems wanting to compleat my Welcome, 
But fair Paſtara, and the Field before me! 

A ſlarted Beauty ſtrains me into Speed, 

And like the Greyhound ſweeps me to the Quarry. 
Arc. Courtiers have Arts to make their Conque 
But where the Skiltul, and the Graceful join, (eaſſ 
Our Rural Virgins muſt on ſight ſurrender. | 

Ph.!l. She will not find it eaſy toeſcape me. 

Ag. Sure, ſhe will not find it difficult to try! [Aſid 

os Si Court, our Dames have prov'd me, to thei 

x 1 

Arc. She gains a Conqueſt, that's by you ſubdued 

Phill. Polite, : and Courtly | finely turn'd, my Lor 
She gains a Conqueſt, that's by you ſubdued ! 

She does indeed!- for I'm not eaſily pleas'd, 
Ag. She is, I'm ſure, that can be pleas'd with thee, 
CRE Aſi 
kill, I, ſometimes, have been nice to 3 
g. If Modeſty can charm, ſhe's loſt indeed! 
Arc. But we delay my Daughter's Happineſs : 
Your Leave a moment, to conduct her. Ex. Arc: 
Amyn. W hat ſudden Terrors have o ercaſt my Hea 
Eg. Well, Sir, we now ſhall ſee your Courtiy Skil 
But let me tell you, that our home - bred Nymphs, ur 
However eaſy to the humble Lover, n 
Can to the Heart, that comes aſſur'd of Conqueſt, 
Aſſume a Pride, regardleſs as the Wind, | Il, 
When on the Moumain's Head it bends the Cedar. A 
.Pbill, The Rural Bluntneſs, Ægon, much delights me ar 
We ſometimes bave, in Court, a Droll, like thee. 
And when the Qddneſs of a Creature's pleaſant, * 
We join the Laugh, and give their Humours way. “ 
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. Juſt as we ſometimes treat a Coxcomb here, 
no and then they come to ſteal our Daughters: 
pugh 1 ne' er heard their Sighs have much prevail'd. 
hl. But, honeſt Ægon, thou ſhalt find, we Courtiers 
e ſharper Darts, than ſimple Sighs, to ſhoot with. 
Skilful do not ast, but give Relief. 
Kg. Our {imple Syains would thank you for that Se- 
1 are always humble, till the Nymph leret, 
ind; and then they're ſimply grate ful too. 
hil. O Ruſtick Notions! No, dear Ægon, no. 
Voman's Pride is pamper'd by our Fear: 
only can reduce that dares provoke it. 
Eg. A Courage ſadetermin'd muſt be ſure | 
Conqueſt, Sir, — But ſee! your fair Defiance. 
Enter Areas with Paſtora. 

rc, This, my Paſtora, is the Noble Youth, 
om my Approvement offers to thy Choice: 
zh is his Lineage, his Appointments equal: 

my weak Praiſe would e his full Deſeryings z 
ou art thy ſelf to judge ot his Perfections, 

nothing is impos'd upon thy Will: 
e braye Philautus (corns Advantages, 
dleaves his Cauſe to Love, that thy free Heart 


aſuret 
rts, 
20d } 
Tru 


hee, Wy rather ſoften, to his own Perſuaſions, 

[ Aſi mes relutant, with a cold Obedience, 
ty, il. Yes, lovely Maid! compell'd Affection ſtains 
|! MD Lover's Glory, and degrades his Conqueſt! 


e generous Heart diſclaims all Aids, but Love! 
t be compos'd, I'll uſe. a gentle Power: 

now the Terrors that invade your Sex, 

hen Love firſt makes his Onſet of Deſire; 

ur Beauties tremble! and your Charms retreat} 
herefore ſhall a while ſuſpend my Vows, 

ill your own ſecret Wiſhes ſigh to hear them, 
I, in preſent, ſhall propoſe, is firſt, 

at with an Eye impartial you ſurvey me 

ar with Attention, willing to admire ; 

en when you are inclin'd to ſpeak. ſpeał free! 
or let your Virgin Coyneſs veil your Heart. 


ay. . Sir, I muſt ow you have already cur'd | My 
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MyFears, thoſe Fears, that ere you ſpoke, oppreſs'd; 
At one ſhort View, I read your Mind, and Perſon! 
W hich equally have given Surprize, and Wonder' ll © 7 
And ſince fo generouſly you uſe your Power, 
As not t enforce it, with a Father's Will; 

The leaſt I can in Gratitude return, 
Is not alone to hear; but, on the Place, 
To anſwer what I hear : You may proceed, 
There ſeems no Terror in a Courtier's Love! 
Phil. A Heart ſo dauntleſs ſtirs my Emulation! 
Nut let me tell you, Fair One, you have now 
Before mY Eyes no common-moulded Lover; 
A Man leſs us'd to ask, than to retuſe 
Tour Sex's Favours! Beauty may have Eyes, 
Vet Men have Arts to give alternate Wounds. 
Thouſands may hope, but few have equal Charms 
To fix a curious Heart - - and yet, methinks 
Your Eye, my Fair, darts an unuſual - - - fomething 
That calls for farther gazing - - - - - - - - 
[ After a long Panſe, his Looks riſing gradually, 
gracious Approbation, he proceeds. 
> - - - - -- - - - - Virgin! You 
Have Beauty - - - Iconfeſsit; to be juſt, Pal 
] own your Charms are worthy of my Thought, e 
On your own Conduct, now, depends your Happine 
Paſt; A Heart, that to our Sex has been ſo fatal, Miet 
Deters the Paſſion which its Worth wou'd raiſe, 
Ox leads th*Unwary to avoidleſs Ruin: 
And, to be free, I dare not truſt you with Eſteem, 
Phil, Agreeable Suſpicion. but 1'l] eaſe 


hl 


Your Fears, and make your Hopes, at once, bs 
Tour Sex's Envy, and your Swain's Deſpair. 1, 
Come, come, I read your Soul! ſuch tender Scrupliſ*< 
Never ariſe, but from the Heart inclining; A! 
The Lover ſcorn'd is never tax'd with Falſnood. aſty 
You ſee, my Fair, I know the Depths of Love, * 
And all your coy Meanders of the Heart. (F<! 
Paſt, How can you triumph, where you've won ſo 1 


Phil. This Modeſty alone were worth my Conqueli 
„ Paſt. I find, Sir, I diſpute your Happinefs in vain. 
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] ſince I can't perfuade you to Deſpair, 


#1 Mus let me warn our Sex's Vanity: 
r 
der! No more, vain Virgins, boaſt your Power z 
hog: For Nature is inverted : | 
To be bleſt, you muſt adore, 
Or be by Swams deſerted, 


Swert Lovers now, at Si;ht, ſurprixe, 
And give ſuch wondrous Pleaſure; 
That when the Nymph, deſpairins, dies, 
The Swain will deign to eaſe her. 
hil. Engaging Creature! what remains, is now 
e Means to make your Conqueror, your Captive. 
ealy Task - - but I'll explain the Secret. 
AIR XII. | 
Tho you, perhaps, my lovely Fair, 
Have Charms that greatly move we ; 


n! 


l — Yet all your future Pains, and Care; 
hin Muſt be, to make me love you. 
"—_ Your Fate alone depends on me, 
ally Tou are bus what I make you x 
Divinely bleſt, if I prove true, 
_ Undone, if I forſake you.  [ Phil. turns to A 


Pai, Nay then, tis time to undeceive his Folly!) - 
it it repays the Pain, to find Amyntas 


t; a 5 ; 

ppine as been the Witneſs of our Interview: | S: 

tal re the Contempt this Trifler has receiv'd, I 
3, 


ill juſtity my Heart, and ſtill preſerve - | 

hat ſoft Eſteem, which he has ever ſhewn me. 

* Well, good Amyntas, tell ine, and in Friend-} 
p. 53 

hat are thy Thoughts of this Corinthian Noble ? 

ould'ſt thou not wiſh Paſtora to receive him, 

nd give her Charms th' Improvement of a Court? 


] l - 
WY 4. Your Wiſdoni, doubtleſs, had reſoly'd, be- 


J aſtora ſaw him, Si (tore 
2 Arc, = = =- = - uppaſe it ſo, 
(el would gladly know how far thy Senſe 


on ſollay recommend, or diſapptove, this Union. 
nquel 9 you deſcend, to ask a young Man's Coun- 


ain. | 


That 


234 


; 
a 
\ 
1 
k 


1 
+ 
jg 


2 AE ESE — 
7 * 
OR 


Needs not a Pilot, when ſo near the Shore: 
I therefore leave you to compleat your Conqueſt. 


T was by his Leave too, that Amyntus ſung, 


VV ithout a Friend, a Miſtreſs loſes half 
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That mine, Sir, maybe better juſtified, 
Permit me to recite, what you'yourfelt 
Have oft commended, as the Virgin's Leſſon, 
Tho' much, I tear, my Skill will marr the Muſick. 
Ag. No matter; thou, at leaſt, wilt give it Mean 
An. That, Sir, were worthy of Paſtora's Ear. 


AIR XIII. hou 

Virgins, beware bow you fix on a Lover ! han 
Beds of Flowers may harbour a Snake ; Ag 
Gold and Silver gayly may cover orl 
Heads that wander, and Hearts that ſorſaliſſo mi 
Courtly Rovers, Ph 
"When bound for Life, | 
dom Lovers Wald: 

Prove to the Wife. no 
But on the Plains poor Swains are true; Putt 


Nor love themſelves, but die for you. 

Phil, Poor Swain! Some flighted Lover, I preſu 
Eg. A Lover fayonr'd,or my Eyes deceive me.[ 4 
Arc, Tis well apply'd, Amyntas - follow me. 

I bave of Moment ſomething for thy Ear. 
A Lover, Sir, like you, that knows the Coaſt, Tol 


Phil. Vour Complaiſance has made Arcadia, Cori 
Arc. Davughter,withJoy, | have beheld thy Cond 
I fee thou know'ſt to value Men, by Merit. 
And that thy Heart may act more open to 

Thy Wiſhes, Iretire maintain thy Virtue, 


Ex. Arcas and Amyntas, gon following, i 
tain'd by Philautrus. N 
Paſt, What can this mean? Is then my Father ple 


With the Contempt I have thrown upon this Strang: 
W hom he himſelf preſented ? Can it be? 


' Encourag'd to addreſs his Strains to me. | 
Take heed, fond Heart, nor flatter thy Deſires, 
Let Time, that undertakes thy Fate, confirm it. A 

Phil. Believe me, gon, I deſire thy Preſence. 
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er Charms. I love a Witneſs of my Power. 
or what's a Triumph, where there's no SpeRator ? | 


n, Il my Succeſles with the Fair are publick. 
luſick. g. Well, Sir, I'll ſtay, in hopes that your fair Mi. 
t MearſWay, in her turn, have Cauſe to triumph too. (Kreſs 


Phil. Tis true, my Friend; my Favour is her Triumph; 

hou ſeeſt, we Courtiers know a ſhorter way 

han Sighing, to the Heart --- 

F... is ſhort indeed! 

orI perceive not yet, you've ſaid one Word, 

o much to raiſe her Merit, as your ow] n. 

Phil, Why - - no - not but I flightly own'd her 
Charms | 35 

lad Power, and that's enough! The Art of Love 

s not to praiſe your Fair One to a Goddeſs, 

Mut to didlolve her Pride, with Admiratior, 

\nd be yourſelf the Obje of Deli 5 | 

Ag. Ay! there! you have, beyon Belief, ſucceeded, 


preſur he We 
ne. Phil. But I have farther Subject for her Wonder. 
v me. Now, my fair Nymph! not that my Hearrls yain, 


Nut yet to ſhew the Value of yOu Conqueſt ; 
dermit me, to inform you of the Fate 
Pt a fam'd Roman Beauty, who at Coriith 

earing of my intended Marriage, took 
\ mortal Draught, which ended, with her Hopes 
Dt me, her Lite; and in her lateſt Pangs, 
urning her faint complaining Eyes upon me, 
arewel, vain faithleſs World, ſhe cry'd! 1 die 
Victim to Papilio's Cruelty ! | | 
Paſs, Papilio! 25 BY 
Phil, - - The Name her Fondneſ#ave'me, 
Eg. Papilio) | 
Phil. - - .- Yes: A Roman Appellation. 
Obſerve its melting Softneſs - - - O!! Papilio! 
Sure, twas the gentleſt Creature! - - But however, 
To give her, even in Death, her due Revenge, 
And to immortalize her Paſſion, 1 
Compos'd an Ode, which the fam'd $Sappho'thight 
WithPride have own'd; and not have wrong' d her Geni- 
Paſt, May we intreat the Favour, Sir, to hear it? ons 

. | Phi 
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Phil. My Voice, I doubt, will ill commend the Lin 
But what that wants, Expreſſion ſhall ſupply. 


N 


Cruel Creature, 
Muft I languiſii! 
Sa vage Nature 
See my Anguiſh ; 
Doom d to love, and love in vain! 
O Papilio ! 
Can you fly me ? 
Can you, will you 
Still deny me \ 
O papilio! 
One kind Look, to ſaot h my Pain! 
Cruel Creature, 
See my Anguiſh \ 
y Hear a dying Maid complain! 
Fg. This is indeed a doleful Ditty, Sir. ä 
Paſt. How could you let ſo ſoft a Creature periſh? 
Phil. Love, like Ambition, raſhly ſecks its Ruin, 
Her Fondneſs ſet no Bounis to her Deſire. 
She graſp'd at more, than was her Beauty's Due. 
Was mine a Heart to be ingroſs'd by One; 
Where a whole Court had equal Claim to Favour ? 
Paſt. Ye Powers! are theſe your Principles avow'l 
Are then the Laws of Honour, Nature, thus 
Regarded? + - - | 
1 Eg. + So! his Vanity, at laſt, 
1 Recoils upon himſelf, and gives her Scorn 
1 The fair Excuſe of Honour, to renounce him, | Aſi 
7 Phil, And why, my Fair, ſo ſuddenly tranſported? 
l 1. Paſt. Could you then think, a Heart, like yours, | 
; In Cruelty, cou d find Reception here ? (ſtaia 
. phil. I thought a Heart ſo eminently graced 
1 With Conqueſts, only could deſerve Paſtora. 
| Paſt. No! to the Mares of your Roman Mibreſs, 
That wretched Martyr of your cruel Nature, 
My vengeful Hate ſhall make your Love the Victim. be: 


Fg- -w 2 . 
7 
— 


0 
ere —— 


V. 


'A 1.10 


Love in'a Riddle. 45 
III. 
How, inhuman faithleſs Creature ! 
Could'ſt thou wrong ſuch tender Youth ? 
How, againſt all Sen/s of Nature, 
Kill ſuch Innocence, and Truth ? 
While thou ſing'ſt her mournful Ditty, 
Baſe, remorſeleſs, falſe Ingrate 
Her Diſtreſſes move my Pity, 
And for thee, my mortal Hate, 
Phil, What new Extravagance of Love, my Fair, 
as chang'd thy Gentleneſs to Jealouly ? 
an a dead Rival's Charms diſturb thee ? —. 
Paſt, — Yes! 
he Charms that had ſo well deſerv'd thy Heart, 
Fading ſuch cruel Treatment from thy Power, 
Jonfirm, what Charms inferior muſt expect, 
nd warn the Wary to deteſt thy Love! 
Phil. Nay now, thy Tenderneſs refines to Folly, 
riſh? ¶ Paſt. Hence! from my Sight, leſt worſe than Scorn 
uin. attend thee. 


#4. [ doubt, Sir, here our Triumph has been puſhs 
00 TNT ann 


Phil, — Tis true! the Tender in her Heart 


e Line 


r evails, and therefore, with the Tender, ſt 11 
ow Muſt be recall'd, and ſoftned to her Wiſhes, 
Ine 
Muſt I deſpair ? 
Kill me, but kill me here 
Here, at your Feet I'll dye, 
Asi But, from your Sight to fly, 
red: I more than Love, or Life, can bear! 
urs, | Still cold and cruel be, 
(thin! Dart from your Eyes Diſdain; 
Yet while thoſe Eyes I ſee 
Some Pleaſure ſtill relieves the Pain. 
(s, Kill me, but, &c, | 
Paſt. How, gon, ſhall I rid me of this Folly? 
tim. he more his Love's abus'd, the more his Pride 


rverts my Meaning, and evades the Scorn. C 8 


4 1 Mf. Give him a hearty 1 22 and retire. 
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Paſt. He has, indeed, reduc'd me to explain. Apa, 
Phil. Tis done, my Friend; again her loftning Eyes 59 

"If 


Incline to pardon, and reſume Deſire ! 


And to purſue my Conqueſt. thus dhe 
Pat. Forbear! 4 

Since, Sir, I find your high Opinion of & 
Yourſelf can take Averſion, tor Eſteem ; tm 
Enjoy your Happineſs, but moleſt not mine, hi 
Admire your felt, and ſhew a manly Spirit! | 7 
Deſpiſe my Frowns, and give me Scorn for Scorn, .M'* © 
Fly to ſome nobler Heart that taſtes your Merit, p 
And leave Paſtora to bemoan her Folly. 

g. Troth, Sir, I think 'twould be a fair Re- 

venge. (come me. Afar; 

Phil. Ægon, I know what Meaſures will be- 

AIR XVII. 


Paſt. How happy's the Man, that like you, Sir, 
His pretty dear Perſon admires ? 
Who, when with the Fair it won't do, Sir, 
Content to his Idol retires. 
He turns to his Glaſs, 
Where, m his ſweet Face, 
Such raviſhing Beauties diſcloſe ; 


Hu Heart on fire, lo, 
Is ſure his Deſire kn 


No Rival will ever oppoſe. 


But when to a Nymph a Pretender, 
Poor Mortal, he ſplits on a Shelf! 
How little a Thing will defend her 
From one, that makes Love to himſelf? 
While nice in Dreſs, 
And ſure of Succeſs, 
He thinks ſhe can never get free ; 
With ſmiling Eyes, 
She rallies, and flies, 
And laughs at his Merit, like m. 
3 Exit Paſtor 
Ag. Was ever ſuch a ſtrange Relapſe! 
Phil. 0 — pig! 


Age 
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Fon; 1 fear Diſorder in her Brain! 
Jidſt thou obſerve, how pays 8 
She ſung, and wander'd from her ſoft Deportment? 
Ai: Tis plain, ſhe is not what we thought her- 
Phil, - — No! 
t muſt be Frenzy! Love has Rrange Effects! 
his is the ſtrongeſt Arrow, that I ever drew ! 
Ag. So ſtrong, I doubt, we have oyer-ſhot the Mark 
\t leaſt; I ſee; you have not touch'd her Wings! 
AIR XVIII. ok 
Phil, O! let her go! 
Pooh! let her go! 
Aba Maids like wounded Doves will fly : 
The pretty thing, 
 Tho' dn the Wing, 
Down wut fall, aud ſureto dye! 
In her Heart, 
The Dart 
She flies with, 
Has fixt her ſure , 
Now! now! . 
She's panting for tha Cure! 
lo, en, no! 'tis now too late to fly me. 
know I've touch'd her, and my Shafts are fatal! 
the next neighbouring Grove, ſhe drops of courſe! 
here I ſhall find her helpleſs, in her Wounds, 
nd tame to my Deſire: But I muſt follow, 
nd, like a skiltul Woodman, ſave my Game. "NF 
hy Preſence, Ægon, trightned her away! 
was too far carried, to have others ſee 
he ſoft Confuſion of her yielding Heart; 
hich, if alone, had been with Joy diſclos'd. 
Ag. Of what ſtrange Stuff are Courtiers Heads com- 
pos'd ! OT. [ [Exeunt. 
The SCENE changes to an outward Part of a Grove, 
Enter Arcas and Amyntas, | 
Arc. Amyntas, I haye weigh'd thy beſt Excuſes, 
nd find thy Modeſty, that makes them, but 
ſtronger Motive to my Truſt propos'd : 


D 2 It 


Afayt 
g Eye 


N. 


Paſtor 


Age 


To my poor Power, I will diſcharge this Truſt. 
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If thou would'ſt keep thy Place within my Heart, 


Comply with my Deſires---- Vith 

mM, - = = =- My noble Lord, et W 
Since Diffidence no longer can diſſuade, ppe 
My due Obedience with your Will complies: . 


Arc. Now thou haſt gain'd upon my Love, Amyntu 
The preſent Hour employs thee ; Here, within 
This Grove, a while amuſe thee, 'till I ſend her: 
There, in an Inſtant, ſhall Paſtora find thee.| Exit Arca 

Am. What will my Fate do with me! O Paſtora | et ſ 
Is loſt Amyntas, then, the choſen Wretch, 

To point thee out a Lover worthy of N 
Thy Heart ? Where ſhall this worthleſs World produc 
And by the generous Arcas too, my Patron, (hin 7 
Is this high Task impos'd ! What Power can ſave thee! 


Muſt I, if true to Love, be falſe to him? 0 
Or true to Arcas, muſt I loſe Paſtora ? | 
Nay, what would Falſhood, if purſued, avail ? ( 


Twere terrible, tho” guiltleſs, to avow my Love! 
To meet her Scorn (for Scorn muſt ſure attend it!) 
Were ſharper Pain, if poſtible, than to 

Behokd her, happy, ina Rival's Arms 
Which Way ſoe'er I turn, Deſpair ſurrounds me! he 
Like the poor Pilot, while his Veſſel burns, 


I pauſe, to periſh in the Flames, or Waves! 10 
| AIR XIX. 8 

Watever, than mine, 4 Fate more ſevere ; H 
To periſh in Silence, or dye by Deſpair ? BY 
Deſrairing, I languiſh a Lover eonceald," - N * 
Yet the Cauſe of my Anguiſh gives Death, if reveal: 
While her Birth is ſo hd, my Fortune ſo low, 5 
By her Frown I muſt dye, if Itell her my Moe. 4 
Was ever, than mine, a Fate more ſevere 3 * 

Jo periſh in Silence, or dye by Deſpair ? [Exi F 
Enter Paſtora. „ 

Paſt, Sure, was Amyntas' Voice, and Love thai ? 

A Sound ill-boding to the loft Paſtora! (tun d iii. 


I fear ſome Nymph unknown has ſeiz d his Heart. h 
It muſt be fo! all but too well agrees ' 


# Wit - 0 


— 
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Vich what my Father, knowing, has injoyn'd. 
et why is mine this Task? He could not, ſure, 
ppoſe Amyntas ſigh'd for me! Ah, no, 
e would not then have ſent me to relieve him! 
or often has he warn d me to regard 

y Birth, and ſhun the humbler Swains beneath me: 
V hich, to this Hour, I have obſery'd, with Sorrow. 
low far this ſweet Occaſion, to reveal | 


Arca;Wiy Pain, I may reſiſt —— I dare not think on! 
4 Met ſure no Pain exceeds conceal'd Deſire, 
AIR XX. 
While Groves alone hear me complain, 
roduc Like the Lally, when drooping I pine, 
(him / ſilent, Tlanguiſh in Pain, 
thee! How can his Heart ever be mine ? 
O Cupid ! aſſwage what I feel, , 


Since my Fault is but loving too well : 
O! let my Diſtreſs to conceal, 


a ) Be leſs than the Pain is to tell, 

= Amyntas returns. | 
An. Thus, while the warbling Philomel complains, 

1 he liſt' ning Swain partak es her tuneful Sorrow. 


Paſt. My Griefs, Amyntas, ſympathize with thine. 
hy plaintive Strains have given my penſive Heart 
) lee s unfelt before 
Am. Are then our Gries 
o equally ſevere, as to deſerve 
Dur mutual Pity ? Sure a ſocial Balm, 
al: o lweetly healing, —__ aſſwage the Pain. 
Paſt, Or may increaſe it, from the Cauſe miſtaken. 
Am. Why are thoſe Cauſes then conceal'd, ſince on 
Dur Cure, our future Happineſs depends? 
[Exi Paſt. That Queſtion, thou, Amyntas, mult reſolye ! 
or, to that Purpoſe, has my Father ſent me, 1 
To ſearch thy Griefs, and by Advice to heal them. 
undi Am. The ſame Injunction has he laid on me, 
Fa That I ſhould give due Praiſes, to thy eaſy Scorn 
Pf vain Philautus Love, and to thy Heart 
wil ommend a Swain, we” So might defſgrye then 
3 SU 
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But ſay, Paſtora, did he tell thee, that 
He knew, Amyntas lov'd ? | 


Faß. cen me Th Strains confe(s'd it, An 
Am. If that were Proof, thy Strains confeſs'd h Pa 

ane... / | Bo 
Paſt. We often ſing of Sorrows not our own, Ar 
Am. Of ſuch, Pans, might Amynras ling, Pa 


Paſt. May we then hope, that neither of us love ? 
Am. It both could love with Hope, twere happicy Bo 
ſtill! 
Paſt. But that, alas! for ever isdeny'd to me ! 
Compell'd by frowning Honour to deſpair ! 
Am. The ſame ſtern Brow affrights Amyntas Hope 
Paſt. Doſt thou then love below thy Birth, Amynta;! 


Am, Werethat my Fate, I might declare my Flame he 
But Fears like mine can never reach Paſtora : Tw 


For, in Arcadia, ſhe has no Superior, Tha 
Paſt, And therefore is ſhe doom'd to hide her Heart, 
Am, O Love! how equal are our Woes, and yet 

How oppoſite their Cauſe ? ; 
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1 Paſt..— -— — —- Our Woes ſo like, 7h 
Te May in the ſame complaining Strains be told. F 
5 | r Out 

| ; Tho' my Grief is ſevere, it relieves me, to ſee, Is c 
TX That the Swain who inflicts it, conceives not tis he, a1 
4 The Swain that ſubdues me, I dare not reveal; Le 
„ That 1'm won e er he woes me, Itremble to tell: h 
4, Tho' py Ruin it prove, no Weakneſs Pll ſhow ; 
"Tis enough, that I love, and too much he ſhould know ; 
Tho! my Grief" is ſevere, it relieves me, to ſee, Id 


That the Swain who inflicts it, conceives not tis He. 0 
Am. And yet Paſtora, ſure, might truſt a Friend, 0 

A Friend appointed to receive the Secret! If 
Paſt. Is not my Charge the ſame on thee, Amynta it 
Am. What Evil can attend thy firſt declaring ? TI 
Paſt. Till I firſt know Amyntas' Heart, my Flame 
For ever ſtifled, in my Zreaſt ſhalldye, 

AIR XXII. 

Am. Cupid, help a Swain's Deſpair ! 
Teach his Tongue to loſe his Far! 


— <= 


_ A 
1 
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Paſt, Cupid! grant the Swain 1 love, 
May for me my Anguiſh prove | 
| Am. Muſt I drag this hopeleſs Chain ? 
s'd h Paſt. Muſt Tever ſigh in vain? 
Both. Love conceal'd is endleſs Pain! 
n. Am. Cupid, help a Swain's Deſpair! 

; Paſt, Cure my Love, or kill my Fear ; 
ve: Nym 
\appicſy Both. eis — I T love. 

May for me my e prove. 


e! Paſt. Amyntas, as thou would'ſt preſerve my Peace, 
rell me the Nymph, that gives me Pains for thee, 
Hope Am. How dreadful is the Precipice I ſtand on! 


nta ut yet remember, O! too curious Maid! 

Flame hen I lye daſh'd, and dead with my Deſpair, 

Twas not my own Preſumption, but thy Will 

That forc'd me on my Fate! and to conteſs, 

{y tortur'd Heart — has long ador'd Paſtora ! 

Paſt, What have J heard, Amyntas ?— 
Am. — — O cruel Maid! | 

hy wouldſt thou drive me to this dreadful Fall? 
Paſt, That theſe kind Arms might ſave thee, O A- 

Our Happineſs, our Ruin, from this Hour, (mynzas 7 

Is one! And if Paſtora's yielded Heart 


Jeart, 
yet 


7A an pay the Pains thou haſt endur'd for me, 
Let thy own Wiſhes form thy own Reward! 
he Joys I give Amyntas, I receive. 
Am. Immortal Pow'rs! may I believe my Senſe ? 
ow ; hat haſt thou utter'd ? O Paſtora ! ſure 
I dream! This heavenly Viſion is too much 
Je. or waking Lite to bear! Amazement, Love, 
nd, umultuous Joy, and Tranſport, ſwell my Heart, 
I fear, beyond the Limits of my poor Deſervings. 
„ yntat i Paſt, No, Amyntas! That ſweet Humility, 
) 


Thy diſtant Awe of unavow'd Deſire, 
ame Has more preyail'd upon my yielding Heart, 
Than all the Flatteries of proteſting Love. 


Am. O] let me gaze, and languiſh on thy Softneſs ! 


W hile Sighs on Sighs invoke thy Charms confeſs'd, 
And fault'ring Speech can only ſound Paſtora. 


Paſt 


Learn 
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Learn hence, ye Nymphs, your Lovers to ſurpri: 
Nor boaſt the trivial Conquelt of your Eyes : ad let 
The Vows your Charms inſpire, with Charms wil el 
And teach the ſated Lover to forſake: (brealMW. 4 ve 
But when, with Virtue aided, you ſubdue; | 
Long will your Swains adore, and long be true! 0 
Then, like Paſtora's, may your Flames be own'd, Kg. 
And each Amyntas in your Hearts be Crown'd, Wh. 


ER EEE 
ACT III. SCENE I. - 


A 
» 7. ; dr if, 
[ 1 Arcas and gon in the Garden, wh 
3 | hat 
| J 4 Art. ES, gon, IL o' er-heard it all! Conceal'd A 
= Within a Bower, which ſcarce the Sun e ze Ip 
= | Winds she 
= Could pierce, my Ears were Witneſs of their Loves; & 
= I heard the equal Conflict of their Hearts, 0 
= Which, while unknowing that their Flames were my ve. 
= Alternate Duty labour'd to conceal : [tual A 
= Such Innocence and Virtue gave me Pain, A 
__ To ſee the dread Suſpence of their Deſires ! 


But when, to their Amazement, they diſcover'd, 

' How _— Heart, for Heart, their Hopes had la 
uiſn'd, x 

Their ns Tranſports even recall'd my Youth, 
And gave my Eyes the Softneſs of a Lover. 
= Ag. Here, we perceive how Blood ſuſtains the Mind 
= Paſtora's humble Paſſions with her Birth ſubſide, 
: | Her Heart is charm'd by Merit, inits Weeds; 
While cold lathe, unſubdu'd by Fortune, 
1 | Maintains the Native Station of her Race, 
= Nor bends her Merit to ſuperior Birth. : P 

1 Ac. Her Coldneſs ſnews, at leaſt, the honeſt Prid 

. Of Virtue knows its Worth, and will be woed. ; 
. £7, Thus Tþhis too, unheedful of her Fortune, Dl 
= Shews he thinks Virtue isthenobleſt Dower, 


neg * * 
WP — 1 _— 
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, 


rpriz2 q Arc. All, all, my Friend, advances to our Wiſhes , 
nad let me ſay the Merit of their Love 

Bs wi ere loſt, had not theſe Tryals prov'd their Virtue! 

Ind yet—the ſtrongeſt, Ægon, is to come, 

he long-hid Secret of their Birth! How that 

iſcover'd may affect their Conſtancy 

Ag. My Lord, you nouriſh Fears, which I alone 

hould feel; if alter'd Birth could change their Paſſions, 

ours might, indeed, deſpiſe the Race of Ægon. 

oft Iphis and Paſtora may be wretched ; 

Imyntas and Ianthe chuſe their Fate, (firm 

Arc, But doſt thou think, their Hearts will {till be 

Ag. Suſpicion cannot form a Fear againſt them! 

dr if, at moſt, I grant, 1anthe ma 

while, for Form, retard the Hopes of Iphis, 

hat's the worſt Conſequence that can befal us. 

Arc, Thy ſanguine Temper, Agon, always cheers 

e Iphis then our next immediate Care. (me! 

she yet Maſter of lanthe's Riddle: 

Ag. That's my leaſt Thought! meer female Shyneſs, 

o give her feign'd Reſentment time to cool; 

Ind ſave th' Appearance of offended Virtue, 

Arc, Where is Ianthe now) 

Eg. In yonder Grove 

left her, skilfully collecting Herbs 

DF ſanative and virtual Power, which ſhe 

n Charity ſometimes adminiſters 

To helpleſs Swains, when Sickneſs, or Miſchance, 

onfines them to their Cotts, unfit for Labour, 

But where has Iphis paſs'd his lonely Hours? 

Arc. This Morn, I was inform'd, he had been ſeen 

zefore the Dawn, upon the ſouthern Cliff 

Whoſe lofty Head looks down upon the Sea: 

here penſive. and alone, in ſtudious Plight, 

e lay, and warn'd the paſſing Swains to leave him. 

Ag, Love, and the Riddle, give him full Employ- 

ment, | 

Arc, Perhaps too much: I, therefore, have ſent forth 

Old Coryden, with others, to obſerve - 
i 18 
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His Purpoſes, and warn him homeward See! Wor 
Already he's return'd.. Now, Corydon, onde! 
Enter Corydon. Arc, 

What News of Iphis? - haſt thou found him? nter 1 
Cor. Found him! 8 ſus 
Ay, my good Lord, he's found; but I much fear 150. 
He has loſt himſelf Oh ! he has blown me bravely} | 
Arc. Explain! be brief, good Corydon—— our d 
Cor. Nay, nay, / hile 


I have not Breath to make long-winded Speeches. 
Ag. Speak, Man-— 
Cor. W hy then, in ſnort — ſince ſhort's my Breath 


He's mad. Wh 
Ag. Mad! tcon 
Arc. — W hat mean'ſt thou zeho 
Cor. Nena Lay : ad « 

He's not himſelt, that's certain: for his Wits zee! 

Have neither Senſe, nor Purpoſe! all his Talk | 

Js like a broken {nſtrument, untun'd; dor 


Notes without Harmony, —. 
Arc. Where was he found? c 
Cor. Beneath the Hill, where you directed us, 
Runs a ſmall Brook, that winds along the Vale: 
There he ſat weaving ſimple Wreaths of Willow; 
One, on his Brow, he wore: at ſight of us, 
He made dumb Signs, that we ſhould ſit beſide him. 
We did ſo; and nota Word was ſaid to croſs him: Fro 
(For by his Eyes we ſaw, his Head was wrong.) Do 
Then he gave Garlands round to every Swain; 8 
And ſigh'd, and heav'd, as if his Heart were burſting Ane 
Anon he drew ſome Papers from his Scrip ; 
On which he por'd, bad purs'd his ſtudious Brow ! 
Then gave out Copies of the ſame, and cry'd, 
Read! read! expound, and be an Oracle! , 
Arc. The Riddle, Egon Ky 
Cor. — — Ay, a Riddle penn'd | 
In Verſe, but paſt our Skill (poor Souls) t'untye / 
And then he laugh'd and ſung light Madrigalls, 
And talk'dſo many mournful moving Things, . 
He drew my Heart into my Eyes, tho' ſcarce 
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Word, of what he utter d, was intelligible, 

onder he comes, and all the Swains about him, 

Arc, Egon! this Sight for ever will reproach us, 

nter Iphis muſing on a'Paper, follow'd by Cimon, Mop- 
ſus, and other Shepherds all crown'd with Willow, 

Ipþ, Tis done! I've found it. tis the Rainbow ? 

Pour, e 

our down, ye pitying Clouds, your gentle Showers, 

/ bile, with his radiant Pencil, Phœbus paints 

he glorious Arch, upon your gaudy Boſom! 

Cor. Look you there now you ſee I told you true. 


Breath Arc, I ſee it, and with Sorrow. give him WAY- 


ph. O heay'nly Sight! Happy auſpicious Omen! 
tcomes! it forms! delightful to the Eye! 

zehold where mounted Tris ſits aloft, 
nd offers me a Seat upon her Throne! 

ee! ſee! above her Head, Ianthe fixt, 
ike a bright Evening Star, with Beams unborrow'd, 

dorns the Sky, and calls for Adoration! 

Doſt thou not ſee her there [To Corydon. 
Cor. Not I, in troth! (at her! 
1ph. Why there! look there! the Moon turns pale 
Cor. Yes, yes, the Moon is pale indeed! —alas! 

oor Soul, his Words are like a Ditty in | 

foreign Tongue to me—. Muſick without Meaning 

Ith, Now let us catch the Rainbow, and demand her 

From the Skies-—- ah! me! ſhe frowns! ſhe flies me! 

Down! down! ye gentle Virgins, and aſſiſt 

\ Swain's defpair! melt her obdurate Heart, 

nd bend the Goddeſs to a human Pity ! 

ALR I. 

O gentle Orpheus! tune harmonious 

To my Song, thy Lyre! 
Kneeling.) Teach me, Goddeſs | to adore thee ! 
| Help a Lover void of Art. 


Let his ſtreaming Tears implore thee, 
To relieve a bleeding Heart, 


© remit thy dreadful Sentence 
On a Crime, that call'd thee Fair 


56 Tove in @ Riddle. 


If that Sin requires Repentance, A 
Death is kinder than Deſpair, Neſs 


If, for Love, my Doom is dying, han t 
Tender Pity let me crave ; | by P. 
If a Tear ſhould fall complying, en o 
Gently arop it on my Grave. 
5 - [ He ſinks into the Arms of Arca 
Arc. O piteous Youth! O gen! where is now 
Our Foreſight ? Our Paternal Care? Our Hope: 
All loſt, and ruin'd by too refin'd a Prudence! 
Eg. Do not think ſo! this Malady may paſs, 
And Iphis yet recover to our Comfort. 
Arc. Tis now no time to heſitate on Forms. 
When Life's in doubt, Extreams mult be apply'd; 
Ianthe muit be found; on her alone . 
Depends the Ruin, or Relief, of his. i ſc 
Ag. While you, Sir, lead him to Repoſe, he 
My ſelf and theſe our Friends will Search the. Groves, car 
And bring her, with relenting Tears to ſave him. 
| Exit Reg. with other: 
Arc. Ha! hereyives! aſſiſt me, Corydon! 
| They raiſe hin 
Iph. Ianthe: where! O my deluded Senſe ! 
She's fled! ſhe's loſt ! the mould'ring Clouds diſperſe, 
And the gay 5 90 Phantome is no more! 
Such are the viſionary Smiles of Woman! 
A Silver Morn----- a Shower----- a tranſient Sun: 
A driving Storm----- a Tempeſt of Deſpair. 
[ Exeunt Arc. and Cor. leading d phis 


The SCENE changes toa Grove. 


Enter Ianthe with a Servant, bearing the Greens, &c 
they have been gathering. 

Tan. Theſe, Cloe, may ſuffice for prefent uſe; 
Now hy thee Home, and fort them as dire ed. 
I ſhall but reſt a while, and follow thee, [ Fx. Servant 
Atlength, Iamalone, and my free Thoughts, 
Uncenſur'd now, may ſend a Sigh to Iphis. 
Yes, lovely Youth, with Sorrow I conceive 
Thy Pains for me; yet thine gives thee no View 


echo 
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echoſe, Ianthe on her ſelf impoſes! 

or (ure, to bear Diſdain unmerited, 

leſs Compunction to the generous Mind, 

han to diſguiſe, with Scorn, a yielding Heart, 

hy Pains, tho" grievous, yet implore Relief 

en of the Wretch, that wants the Beggar's Pity. 


1 
Arca No more, ye happy Swains, upbraid, 
WW Or of our Sexes Scorn complain ; 
: One Conflict of the Love-ſick Maid, 


Is far, than yours, ſeverer Pain! 


The Wounds we give, your Tongues may tell, 
No Self-Reproach attends the Shame; 

But Oh! what Torture muſt we ſeel, 
Who burn, and yet conceal the Flame ? 


n ſoft! ſome Swain advances through the Grove: 

he waving Boughs ſo break upon the View, 
ſcarce diſcern it is not Iphis - no 
his is ſome Stranger by his ſtately Port, 

muſt be the great Corinthian Courtier, 
he new-appointed Lover of Paſtora! 
hat can have drawn him hither; thus alone! 
ut be his Purpoſe as it may, it muſt | | 
e mine t' avoid his Sight but where or how? 
his way I meet him — here behind theſe Alders 
onceal'd a while, perhaps he may o'erpaſs me. Retires. 
Enter Philautus. 

Phil, This way the ſorrow- ſounding Voice directed: 
tcan be only ſhe, the ſad Paſtora! 
oothing with Melody her fond Deſire! | 
knew her Female Coyneſs was too faint, _ | 
o breathe intended Scorn — my amorous Arrows, 7 
hen ever drawn, are punctual to the Mark! 
he gentle Fondling ! — how her Sighs inchant me! . 
ethinks I ſee her, on ſome flow'ry Bank 
depos'd, and languiſhing with Love conceal'd ! 
er lilly Hand ſupports her penſive Head, 
er drooping Eyes, as conſcious of my Conqueſt, 
efuſe the Light, chat gazes qa her Shame! 


ves, 


ot her 
ſe hin 


perſe, 


2 
[ 
bo 


C phi 


5, Kc 
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Now with Deſire her downy Boſom heaves, 45 dr 
While Sighs diftuſed embalm the ambient Air. hy PI 
And yet ſee her not... ſhe cannot far lan, 
Be hence perhaps a ſoft condoling Strain Phil 
May raiſe her from her Woes, to wakeful Joy. f Soi 
5 2 hat 

Lovely Turtle! once more Cooe! as W 

Call thy Mate, and find him true! hol 

Gently murmur, to my Ear! om} 

Tell me, Charner, lan. 

Tell! Oh] tell me, where have 

Love may find, and kill thy Care. 2rmi 

O call me! truc 


his \ 
Phil 
heſe 


With thy mournful Strains allure, 
Cove, and call me to thy Cure. 


O call m nd ( 
Cooe, and call me, Cooe, and call me e 
To thy Cure. | p N 
Call me to thy Cure. ne 


re I. 
ut n 
ake 
eve 
er! 
Ph, 
Ia; 


And yet ſne anſwers not! where? where, Paſtora ? 

It muſt be ſo—. Her conſcious Solitude, | 

At my Approach, collects her Virgin Bluſhes, 

And Love lies ſilent, fearful to encounter ! 

Now Fortune 25 me Ha! tranſporting Viſion 

She's found! ſhe's found! | 

Ianthe comes ftrward. 

Tan. —— Sir, Iam not Paſtora. 
Phil. By all my Hopes, a Beauty far more charming nd 
Ian. If you would find Paſfora, Sir, from hence 

A Bow-ſhot weſtward, lies a Rivulet ; 

There with my Brother, in the flow'ry Mead, 

I left her liſtning to his Melody. Pl 
Phil. And who, fair Nymph, may be the happySwait Ia 


That calls thee Siſter ?— Pl 
Ian. — Sir, the Son of gon, la 
Young Amyntas 
Phil. Js Agon, then, thy Father ? Pl 
Ian. That I'm his Daughter, is my Happineſs. I; 
Phil, And what too cruel Care, my lovely Maid, Pl 
| | as 


ra: 


lion! 


rming 


ce 


wall 


his way 
Phil, ----- Yet, 
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1sdraw thee to this Solitude ? For by 

hy Plaintive Song, I know thou art unhappy. 
lan, My light Sorrows are of my own creati 
phil. Can Love; in all his Tyranny, find Cauſe 
f Sorrow, for ſuch blooming Beauty ? Say 

hat ſullen Swain, inſenſible of Joy, 
as wrong'd thy Innocence : If Love's thy Grief , 
hold this Champion-Arm, this kinder Heart, 

ompt to revenge, or to relieve thy Wiſhes, a 
lan, Your generous Offers, Sir, are loſt on me. 
have no Thoughts like thoſe to gratify: 

mit me to retire----- This fruitleſs Talk 

trudes upon thoſe Hours you owe Paſtora. 

irects you 

ou muſt not paſs. 
heſe amorous Shades, my Fair, were form'd for Love! 
ad ſoft Deſire, reſiſtleſs as thy Charms, 

ompels me, thus, to ſeizethe fair Occaſion! 


f9 


lan, If you are Noble, as Appearance ſpeaks you, 


ou can't but know theſe guilt 
re Inſult to a helpleſs Maiden | 
ut now, you offter'd to revenge my Wrongs : 

ake good your Word, and be your own Reprover; 
evenge upon your ſelf, what Innocence 

Yerborn, wants Strength, to puniſh, or avoid. 

phil. Can Love be Inſult, when ſo gently offer'd ? 
lan. Conſtraint, and Gentleneſs, but I'll agree: 
tyou are gentle, you'll permit me paſs, 

nd free my Virtue from a needleſs Terror. 

AIX IV. 


Sounds 


SEar, 


Phil, Why ſo cold, ſo coy, my Fair? 
lan, Nature teaches Maids their Fear. 


Phil. Tender Love thy Fears ſhall chace. 
lan. Name not Love 


Phil. 


One ſoft Embrace ! 

Ian. No, no, no! you preſs my Heart in vain : 
Can you be pleas'd, while you give me Pain! 

Phil. Yet hear me- nay, Weep not- 


Ian. O Sir, you are born above me ! 


Phil, Pretty Maid, T'li make thee great. 


Ian. 


e l ns Ma 
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Jan. Leave me to my lowly Fate, 

Phil. What can move you ? 
Pretty Maid, I'll make thee great. 

Ian; Leave me to my lowly Fate, 


Tf you Love me! | 
Phi. By Heav'n, aBeauty even of Nature's 2 Jai 
If Gold, or Golden Promiſes tan woe, ſing!f 1 


From hence, to Corinth, will I tempr her Virtue,” 
And leave Paſtora to repent her Coyneſs. 


LE 
4 


Why, my fair Virgin, thus o'ercaſt with Sorrow! Ph 

Look up, and meet thy Happineſs in Smiles ! rofl 

In me, kind Fortune waits upon thy Wiſhes : wa 

To raiſe thee from theſe humble Plains, to Afuence, No f 

To Pomp, to Pleaſures, and luxurious Life! That 
| I V. 

Ian. Bright Gold may be too dearly bought: la 


Ah) then how vain the Show ! 
Content and Virtue be my Lot, 
33 Tho' neer ſo low, 

Phil. Miſtaken Maid, thy rural Life obſcur'd 
Has ſhewn thee nothing of the greater World: 
Our Palaces have Joys unknown to Groves! 
One circling Round of Splendor and Delight 
Fills up the dalliant Meakare of our Hours ! 
The menial Sun himſelf attends our Pleaſures, 
With bright Meridian Beams begins our Morn t: 
And when, with Night, our dusky Noon comes on, 
Tapers reſplendent blaze another Day ! 
Till ſated with the various Midnight Revel, 
Upriſing Phæbus lights us toRepoſe! 
Then folded in the happy Lover's Arms, 
Each Amorous Dame hides from excluded Light 
Her glowing Bluſhes, till the Noon-tide Morn, 
Such are the Joys, fair Nymph, reſerv'd for thee, 
Fly then theſe abjeQ Plains, and ſeize thy Fortune. | 

lan. What ſhall I ſay? how anſwer, or avoid him! 

Aſid. 
Phil. Think well, my Fair, who, and what M 
courts thee. 
aan. To tell him how my Heart deteſts his 1 
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ay irritate his Pride, to Inſolence ! | 
3-tter to tempt his Pity, than his Anger. 


. 1 
Phil, Haſt thou no Heart, or is it form'd of Marble? 
| AIR VI. a ? 
m- lan, My ſimple Heart is fled away, 
g!f x Nor was it made of Stone: 
ue,” Tou come too late, alas the Day! 
Too late by One. | 


w ? phil. What bold preſuming Swain ſhall dare 

ro ſtand the Rival of my Flames ayow'd ? -* 
way; this artful Story is but feign'd, 
ro ſtir my yielding Heart to Jealouſy, * 
That with a ſofter Fondneſs it may woe thee ? 

. | 
lan. Alas! Town, with weeping Eye, 
Your ſofteſt Vows are vain /! 
The more you ſigh, the more muſt I 
In Tears complain, 
Phil. Impoſſible! thou doſt not know thy Heart! 
o fly, and tell me, tis thy Grief to fly, 
Implies thy fearful Wiſhes would relieve me, 
ould | but find Excuſes for thy Kindneſs : 
Here then, behold them, ſparkling as thy Eyes! 
| | | Offering Jewels, 
/hile theſe, my Fair, adorn thy radiant Charms, 
Reproach will, cringing, gratulate thy Fortune 
ind enyious Cenſure rival thy Deſires, 
AIR VIII. 
Fly, fond Nymph, theſe Rural Plains , 
Thou wert born, in Courts to ſhine : 
Waſte not then thy Charms on $wains, 
Toa nobler Love Incline. 


AIR IX. 
e. Ian, Is Pity, O! my Pain relieve ! 
him! Nor preſs a Heart, not mine, to give! , |... 
Alia, Should I, for you, inconſtant prove, 
ndeut Too ſoon might Scorn ſucceed your Love, 
How could you bear a Maid untrue ? 

, A > Whoſe wavering Heart 

Maj From Truth muſt part, 


And firſt be falſe, ere kind to you? 
E 
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Phil. Has Cupid, then, no Sway among your Plain 
Or, are you all to Veſtal Flames devoted, 
That Dignity and Merit thus are lighted / 
Shall I return to Corinth a rejected Lover; 
Without one ruin'd Heart to mourn my Parting ? 
Have I, in Courts, been ſated with Succeſs, 
And, here, mult, like a low-born Shepherd, pine, 
In want of what were honour'd by Acceptance? (me 
Ian. Ol then be conſcious of your Worth, and (cor 
Phil. No, froward Maid; I know your Sexes Wile 
Theſe painted Terrors would excite Compaſſion, 
And ſooth my Fervour, into lingring Hope 
But I'll cut ſhort thoſe cold Formalities 
Of Love, and force thee to immediate Joy. 
Taz. What mean you, Sir: 
Phil. Io give you, what your Prid 
And Coyneſs, in your warmeſt Hours, expect; 
The kind Excuſe of Violence, to hide 
Your Bluſhes, in a feign'd Reſiſtance 
166. — — — — ——— Help! 
Ye guardian Powers of Innocence, protect me! 
ye s ruſhes in, preſenting his Spear to Philauiu 
Iph. Hold! Raviſher! forego the frighted Maid, 
Or, to thy Trattor's Heart, receive my Vengeance! 
Phil. Confuſion! am I by a Stripling bray'd? 
Ian. Hold, Iphis, I conjure thee! O! expoſe not, 
To his unequal Strength, thy precious Life! 
Since his foul Purpoſe is prevented, leave 
To the avenging Gods his Puniſhment, 
Th. The Gods by me demand it 
Phi. — — Hold! raſh Boy! 
Thou art ſome ſighing Lover, whom bh Scorn, 
Perhaps, has held a Vaſſal to her Pride: 
As ſuch, 1 givg thy Fate Compaſlion There! 
Take, and Jeffrve her, by thy ſeeming Service! 
It, after, what theſe conſcious Groves may tell thee, 
I have poſle(s'd, thy groſs, contented Heart 
Can feaſt on thy Superior's Waſte of Riot; 
Enjoy thy Wiſh, and rid me of Satiety! ! 
| 1þ6. Thou lyeſt, infernal Traytor 
Phil. — w- — — = Jia ! ſo brays! 
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r Plain 55. More impotent in Malice, than Pretenſion! 
er ſpotleſs Fame defies thy ſland rous Tongue; 
heard her 8 in thy orrid Gripe! 

aw Averſion ſparkling from her Eyes, 


? nd pale Abhorrence ſhuddering at thy Touch, 

. if 5 writhing Serpent had embrac'd her. 

ine, WW Phil. Tis well, fond Youth! then be it ſo! ſhe ill 
(me chaſte Me ſhe avoided— right! I believe to! 


only boaſt ed, to inſult thy Love! 
er Virtue ſtill reſerves her Heart for thee! 


* Ipþ, Inſi nuating Slave! wouldſt thou, to gain 
elief, confeſs thy ſelt a Villain? No! 
hat ſhe reſerves, for me, her Heart, requires 
Imoft thy Vanity to hope: But this 
5 know , Whoever may deſerve her Favour, 
rid 


hy Nuffi an Inſult, on her Sex and Fame, 
deſerve my Boar-Spear quivering in thy Heart. 
ut Cowardice, like thine, would ſhame Reſentment ; 
o kill thee, were to hide thy Infamy ! | ; 
olet thee live abhorr'd, is nobler Vengeance! 
. Phil. Bold Minion! thou ſhalt hear of this ſeverely! 
ilauiu /. Away thou Vaunter of thy own Diſhonour! 
id, ence! with thy Safety! let my Scorn forget thee! 
nce! Phil. Such Inſolence i no Temper can ſupport. [Ex. P. 
* Iph, O fair Janthe! do I once more meet 
not, Why Eyes, and unoffended, at my gazing ? 

Ian, That l have Eyes to ſes, or Tongue to ſpeak, 
owing, Iphis, to thy timely Virtue! 

ad not thy Arm, from worte than Death, preſery'd mea 
anthe had, ere this, been ſeen no more! 
yen yet, I tremble at the inſtant Horror, 
ind ſcarce have Life to breathe my Gratitude, 
O 1phis, how! how ſhall my Heart repay thee ? 

Id. Be but, to thy own Injunction, conſtant, 
omply with what thy Vows have ſworn, 
hee, WAnd make thy Iphis bleſt, by Heaven's Decree. 
Ian, What means thy Tranſport ? 


Help! 


ere! 


Ih, — — —— Mark! mark well thy Wende; 
When Iphis plain this Riddle reads, 
Then, to his Wiſh, his Love ſucceeds; 
lan. Haſt thou then folv'd * Iphis )—— ; 
2 15. 


— 
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Iph. — — — Hear my Fortune. 
Ian. My Hopes, my Heart attends thee » - - 
Iph, - - O, Tanthe! 
Werel to tell thee, how my tortur'd Brain 
Had labour'd, ev'n to Madneſs, for the Senſe 
Of thy obſcure Deeree upon my Love, 
Thy Tenderneſs would pity my Deſpair, 
Ian, As Iphis would the Sorrows of Tanthe, 
Had he conceiy'd their Canſe - - - 


Iph. = - - - - - Saidſt thou, their Cauſe ! [ procee! 


Ian. Nay, thoſe are Thoughts for future H ours 
Iph. Let it ſuffice then, that my Father's Care 
Soon brought my wandring Senſes to Reflection, 
When hopeleſs ſtill, and, to my Fate refign'd, 
Like thee, to chaſte Diana's Shrine I flew, 
Imploring Succour to my Heart's Diſtreſs, , 
When. from her awtu Tripos, thus the Goddefs, 
nverting her Decree, explain'd my Fate. 
«« That which ſhe cannot Have, the Fair ſhall Give, 
That which thou canſt not Give, or ſhe Deſire. 
* That which thou muſt not have, ſhalt thou receive, 
That, that's the Cure thy preſent Woes require. 
Ian. Haſte to ex pound, and eaſe my Heart'sImpatien 
J. h.“ O then repay my Woes, with happier Life, 
« And give me what thou can'lt not have - - a Wij 
And in Return, which thou canſt never Give, 
« Janthe's Heart a Husband ſhall receive! 
Jin. O never was a Heart ſo juſtly given! 
This, iph;s, is a Marriage made by Heaven! 
Canſt thou forget my Sexes coy Regard ? : 
Ioh. Can Love look back from ſuch a ſweet Rewari 
The fond and eaſy Maid is kind in vain; 
Faint is the Bliſs, that never paſt thro' Pain, 
Beauty, by Nature, timorouſly coy, 
By Griefs impos'd, refines the Lover's Joy: 
Thus blooming Roſes have their native Power, 
To wound the Hand that pulls the fragrant Flower. [E 
Damon enters alone, 
Dam. How! Tphis, and Ianthe, hand in hand? 
"Twas but this Hour, I heard he had loſt his Wits 
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or Love! Nay, Ægon now is in the Woods 

king his Daughter to0— Ab! ha! my Miſtreſs! 
ou've found yourſelf, it ſeems, the way to cure him! 
our dainty Coynefs is come down at lait, 

nd Love, on ſecond Thoughts, is not ſo frightful! 

ut why do I pretend to laugh at her, 

hen Phillida has made a greater Fool of me, 

han ever held the Sexes Power in Scorn ? 


Fs i 8 | 
roce Dam. Around the Plains, my Heart has rov'd : 
urs Ihe Brown, the Fair, my Flames appro dt 


The Pert, the Proud, by Turns have lov'd; 
And kindly fill'd ny Arms. 

I danc d, I ſang, 1tal:'d, I toy d; 
While This I wood, I That enſoy d, 
And ere the Kind, with Kindneſs cloy d, 

The Coy reſigu'd her Charms. 


But now, alas ! thoſe Days are done : 


ö 


e, The Wrong'd are all reveng d, by One, 
re. Who, like a frighted Bird, is flown, 
ceive, Yet leaves ber Image here. 

uire, O! conld I, yet, her Heart recall, 
atienc Before her Feet my Pride would fall, 
Life, And, for her Sake, forſaking all, 

a M World fix for ever there. 


ould I have ever thought to have ſeen this Day?! 
That I ſhould fold my Arms, and tigh for One? 
ay One that in her Turn has ſigh d for me! 
nd only could ſubdue me by her Parting ? 
ow could the Gypſy muſter ſuch a Spirit? 
warne Pertneſs of her Pride has ſo proyok'd me, 
ſhall never reſt in my Bed, till ſhe 
Lies by me—— Here the comes, and with her—ha—- 
Her Father! ſoſt 'm out of Favour there! 
Lie cloſe a while, and mark what Nail's a driving. 
Enter Corydon, with Phillida,  -+{[ Ketyes, 
r. (E Cor. And I ſay, think no more of him — 
JJ. ²˙¹w-̃ ᷣůͥͥ LDALES 
It not enough I ſee him not? 
- CMS aha: vue: oa] LIAY; 2 
Ayoid him, as the wildeſt Beait of Prep! | 
E 3: a5: age; 0 


_ — 
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He uſes Girls like Carrion : Not the Wolf 
In a Sheepfold, orhungry Fox on Poultry, 
Can make more Havock, than that wicked Rogue 
Among the Wenches Hearts — — . 
Dam, — —— — That muſt be me! [Bein 
But what ſays Phillida? - | 
Phil, — — —  Suppoſethis true! 
Yet could he, ſtill, be wrought to marry me! 
Cor, My Patience! has he not retus'd to marry ? 
Phil. And therefore I have declar'd againſt his Loy 
Cor, Ay, ay, but till he lurks within your Heart! 
And *till you drive him thence 
Phil. — — —— il ſtrive to do it 
And it you knew the 1 pity me. 


A thouſand Ways, to wean my Heart, 
Poe try'd, yet can't remove him, 
And the for Life, Pwve ſworn te part, 
For Life, I find Tlove him. 
Still ſhould the dear falſe Man return, 
And with new Vows purſue me, 
His flatt'ring Tongue would kill my Scorn, 
| And fat 1 fear, undo me. 
Cor. Confider, Philly, it thou'rt fairly married, 


And thou haſt choice of Cimon, or ot Mopſus.) 


How happy will thy double Dowry make thee 2 
Phil. I do conſider, Father; ſo ſhould you! 

As a low Fortune with the Man, I love, 

Can't make me rich; fo Riches with the Man 

I hate, can't make me happy 
Dam, —— — — Gallant Girl! 

O! I could eat thy very Lips, that ſpoke it. [Bet 
Cor. See! yonder's Cimon coming! For my Sake, 

Dear Phillida, give him atleaſt a Smile; 

Alittle Love endur'd, may teach the Boy, 

In time, to pleaſe thee ö 
Phil. — — — Well! ſince you deſire 

But Mopſus has the ſame Pretenſions too. 

Send him to make his equal Claim, | 

And, 'till he's found, I'll hear what Cimon ſays, 
Cer, Ah! Phillida, thou gain'ſt my Heart, I “If 

him. [Ex. 8 
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Dam. Now ſhall I meaſure, by their Hopes, my own: 


To her Cimon ſinging, 4 
zue AIR XII. 
g Cim. Behold, and ſee thy wounded Lover 
'Behin, 4 Whoſe Truth from thee will ne' er depart? 


O let my Tears, at length, diſcover 
One gentle Smile, to heal my Heart! 
Phil. Were in the World, no Man but Cimon, 
ry ? None of the Female Kind but I, 
is Loy With me ſhould end the Name of Woman, 
art! With Thee the Race of Man ſhould die, 
Cim, O cruel Sound! falſe-hearted Phillida ? 
; Didſt thou not ſay, thou loved'ſt me better than 
My Brother AMopſus: 
.  —— — Tes, but wes, 
As of two Evils, I would chuſe the leaſt; 
Stay, till I'm bound to chuſe, and then reproach me, 
Thy Crying makes me laugh, his Laughing makes 
Me ſleep— There's all the hopeful difference. 
AIR XII. 
Cim. O what a Plague is Love" 
5 I cannot bear it: 
What Life ſo curſt can prove, 
ied, Or Pain come near it! 
When I would tell my Mind, 
| My Heart miſdoubts me; 
| Or when I ſpeak, I find 
With Scorn ſhe routs me. 
In vain is all I ſay, 
Her Anſwer ſtill is Nay 
O diſmal, doleful Day! 
[ Behi Phillida | wy | | 
ake, Enter Mopſus ſinging, ® 
AIR XIV. 3 
Mop. Ah! poor Cimon! Dud a cry? 
Mell-a-day] wipe an Eye ! O, Phillida! 
ire i To treat him ſo ſcornfully, 
Shamefully, mournfully! 
| Phillida, 5)! 
; Phil. No, uo, xo, Sir Pert, and Dull 
I'll i | Simpleton, Paperskull! I for ever ſhalt 
) E 4 


Think 


U 
— 
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Think thee far the greater Fool ; 

« Therefore will give thee Cauje 
* With him to cry. 

Toll! loll! lol) doll 1— Now I pray, 

Who has Cauſe moſt to cry, ah! well-a-day 
Mop. What care Il why let her ſcoff, . 
Ican laugh; play her off, better than you, 
* Cim. Ah! poor Mapſus, thou'rt a Fool! 

a4 Mop. 1 ſay, you're a greater Owl, 
14 Cim. Nay, now I'm ſure that's a Lye. 
FAY Mop. What's a Lye ?—— 
ud Cim. = —— That's a Lye! 
1 Mo. I fay, tis rue. | 
. AIR XV. [The AIR changes.] 
481 Phil. G:2gover your Love, you great Loobies, 
4 I hate you both, you Sir, and you too: 
"9 Did e ver a brace of [ſuch Boobies © Ph 
$7 The Laſs, that deteſts them, purſue ? 
; . Mop. Ho! 
11 . | 
4 | Cim. Oh I'm ready to faint! 
1 How are cu - (TeMopſush D 
Mop. Why truly, ſhe treats us but ſo, ſo. 
For my part, Ithink ſhe's a Devil. 
A Woman would ſtorn for to do ſo. 
Cim. O Fy! fy! ſuch Words are uncivil. 
Phil, Prepare then, to hear my laſt Sentence, 
Before I'd wed either, much rather 
Tad ſtand on the Stool of Repentance, 
And wart for my Baniling a Father. | 
Go !— 
Cim. —Oh! Woe! I'm ready to faint, 
Mop. And I too, 
Was ever à Slut ſo mhuman \ | 
Odſzooks \ let us tate down her Mettle! 
Cim. Idare not 
Mop. Let me come Som waw, Man, 
She only has water*d a Nettle. 
In ſhort, this won't do, Mrs, Vixen! 
For One of us Two you inuſt now chuſe. 


Phil 


Da1 


a W 
— - 2 — — % - „ 
.. 
- = — — ene _— —_— _ 
by "Ve. .. 2 — 2 . — 4 
* 3 09" 


_ 


Pail, 


pſus 
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Phil. Then you are the Man that I fix on; | 
And You gare the Fool Irefuſe. 
[Strikes each a Box on the Ear. 
Cim. Waunds! | 
Cim. and Mop. Go! The Devil would fly ſuch a Spouſe, 
Phil. If there's a Joy comes near recovering thoſe 
Ve love, ſure 'tis to filence thoſe we hate. 
When Cimon and Mopſus are gone, Damon preſents him- 
ſelf to Phillida, ſinging. 
AIR XVI. 
Dam. See ! behold, and ſee! _ 
.  Withan Rye kind, and relenting, 
Damon, now, repenting, 
Only true to thee ; = 
Content to love, and love for Life" 


Phil. If you, now ſincer e.. 
IWith an honeſt Declaration ENG - 
Mean to prove your Paſſion, | 
To the Purpoſe ſwear, * i 
And make, at once, a Maid a Wife. 
Dam. ' Thus, for Life, I take thee, 
Never to forſake thee, 
Soon, or late, 
1 find our Fate, 
To Hearts aſtray, 
Diretts the Way, | 
And brings, to laſting Foys, the Rover hom 
Phil. Ever kind, and tender, 
Conquer d, I. ſurrender : 
Prove but true, 
As I, to you, 
Each kindling Kiſs 
Shall yield a Bliſs, 2 
That only, from the conſtant Lip, can come. 
AIR XVII. $a 
Dam. To the Prieſt away, to bind our Vows, 
With our Hands, and Hearts united. 
Phil. To reduce the Rover, to lawful Spouſe 
V Triumph, my Heart has delighted. 
Dam. If ITnever could fix, DES 
*Twas the Fault of the Sex, "Who 
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Who eaſily yielding, were eaſy, to cloy. 
But in Love we ſtill find, 
Both When the Heart's well inclin'd, 


In One, only One, is the Joy, 
But in Love, &c. 


The SCENE opens to the Houſe of Arcas, 


Arcas aud gon come ſorward, and at ſome Diſtant 


flandIphis with lanthe,and Amyntas with Paſtora, 


g. Now, Sir, a 2 my Foreſight, and conſeſ. 
That what I promis'd has not fail'd our Hopes. 
Amyntas _ Paſtora own their Love; 

And 1phis has at length deſerv*d Ianthe. 

Arc, Yes, gon, now I ſee the ſecret Care 

Of Providence, that forms our Happineſs, 

By Meaſures unforeſeen to human Eyes. 

Had not Philautus proy'd an impious Ruffian, 
Iphis might never have produc'd his Virtue. 
Nor fair Paſtera, but by Scorn of him, 

Have ſhewn a Spirit worthy of her Birth, 

Rut where ſhall my Indulgence find Excuſe, ' 
To ratifie thy Flame profeſ. sd, Amyntas? 

Or thine, 1anthe, for the Son of Arcas ? 

How may I anſwer, to the World, my Conduct, 
In mixing ſuch unequal Blood, and Fortune ? 

Am. My Lord, if private Happineſs muſt rank 

With what is practis d in the ſenſual World, 

My Hopes are blaſted ; and I ſtand condemn'd, 
Even by my own Confeſſion, of a Crime 

Might lay an Imputation on your Pardon, 

But if (as I have often heard you ſay) 

Man only has his Value, from his Virtue, 

And that where Food and Rayment are provided, 
Health, and Integrity of Heart, is all 

That's needful to compleat our Happineſs : 
Then, Sir, my pleading Love has this Excuſe ; 
That tho*, beyond a Life of Innocence, 

I boaſt no Virtues, to ſupport my Claim; 
Yetby your own Preſcription, I may ſay 


TFaſtera choſe me, therefore 1 deſęrye het. 


„ ww WH AM 


ſtan 
Ora. 


onſeſs 
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Eg. An Anſwer worthy of thy Father's Son! 
Fear not, Amyntas, I'll ſupport thy Love. 
Arc, Egon! Thou more than Father to my Boy! 


Tis well, Amyntas: When Ianthe has 
Reply'd, at once, on both, I ſhall determine, 
lan, My noble Lord! the Time has been, when you 
Yourſelf reproach'd my cold Regard of Iphis; 
And, like a tender Father, gave him to my Pity. 
Was ie no Merit, that my bleeding Heart 
Refus'd to gratiſie its own Deſires, 
And ſtarv'd my Love, to feed a juſt Reſentment? 
If that Reſentment, ſince, has been - a | 
By Cn greater, than even Life 
Preſery'd, can you reproach my Gratitude 
It then a Heart, ſo tempted, ſeems aſpiring, 
Let this Reflection, Sir, excuſe my Love; 
That Ipbis, tho*' adorn'd with every Grace 
That might deſerve, and charm the proudeſt Beauty 
Though my Superior far, in high-born Blood; 
And of a Fortune boundleſs, as your Bounty; 
Yet all theſe Gifts, from Heaven, and Nature's Hand, 
Were Charms too weak, ta reach Ianthe's Heart, 
Till Truth, and Love, had more than once deſerv'd heyy 
Arc. O! Agon! gon! my Contentment grows 
Too ſtrong, to be coneeal'd ! Ithirſt, I burn 
To claſp my blefſed Children in my Arms, 
And pour aut all the Fondneſs of a Father, 
Am, Whence this affecting Paſlion ? 
Mg, —— w— — From a Cauſe 
Will raiſe you Wonder equal to your Virtues 
Nor, from the ſweet Rewards he now intends 
Your Love, can ſpring a Tranſpert more ſublime, 
Than what a tender Father feels, to find 
His Children have deſery'd them 
MID, wines — nanny mom Ha! 
Ian, —— — — — His Children! 
g. What then remains, my Lord, but that you ea 
Their Merit, from obſcure Adoption, forth, 
And let Amyntas, and lanihs knows 
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Arc, Hear then, = happy Lovers, and attend 
| range inverted Fortunes, 
You often have been told that gon, and 


Myſelf, whoſe Friendſhip from our Youth grew up, 
In one ſame Year (ſuch was the Will of Heaven) 


Buried the Boſom-Partners of our Hearts, 
Our mutual Grief ſoon drew us from the gay 
And taſteleſs Pleaſures of a Court, to paſs 

In rural Solitude our future Days, | 
Accountable to Senſe, - and Nature's Law. 
It happen'd, in our Courſe of friendly Talk, 
One Day refle&ing on the anxious Cares 
That tender Parents feel, for Infant Children; 
Obſerving too, how ſeldom high- born Blood 
And Riches add to real Happinels ;, 
How often head-ftrong Youth, depending on 
Hereditary Rank, have ſunk their Virtues in 


Exceſs, and from elated Pride, have mock'd 


Thoſe Morals, that ſhould grace Nobility : 

Thoſe Fears, I ſay, revolving in my Breaſt, 

To Ægon I propos'd this ſtrange Precaurion : 
That mutually our Infants ſhould exchange 
Their Father; and mr no Mother's Fondneſs, 
That might oppoſe our Scheme, we thence agreed 


That thou Amyntas, and Tanthe thou, 


As Ægon's Son and e e ſnould be train'd ; 

| umble Birth and Fortune, 
Your Hopes reftrain'd, might level your Defires 
W hile his, and Paſtora, to my Care 
Aſſign'd, might, from imaginary Birth, 
Imbibe the „ magni wired Honour, 
Now mark ! how happily the Conſequence 
Succeeds! — let your Amazemenr till be mute, 
While my paternal Care prevents your Wiſhes, 
And doles you out th&Bleflings you deſerve. 


tr. Now, Children form your Wiſhes, and receive 
Arc, Amyntas, to reward his Love conceal'd, [them. 


Now enters on a Fortune, which expected 
Had loſt the ſweeter Reliſh of Poſſeilion: 


What noble Blood now claims, and crowns their Vir. 
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r Vir. And to exert his Gratitude to Ægon, 
Whoſe Precepts taught him to deſerve Paſtora, 
He lays that Fortune at his Daughter's Feet. 
TH Amyntas and Paſtora kneel to Egon 
While Iphis, of Ianthe's Heart poſieſs'd, 
p. Receives the Fortune which his Love beſtow'd, 
And by Alliance makes me twice his Father, 
Iphis and Ianthe knel to Arcas, &6. | 
Am. O where ſhall Duty, Gratitude, and Joy | 
Find Words to utter what our Hearts conceive! 
Iph. Amazement, Praiſe, and Admiration, fill 
The Soul with Tranſports, too ſublime for Speech! 
Arc, Continue, by your Virtues, to deſerve your 
Fortune; | 
You give me, then, not only Praiſe, but Triumph! 
Ih. Amyntas ! 
Am.. Iphis! , ; 
Ib. - - Friend! Embracing. 
Am. - =» - My Brother now. 
Paſt. O kind Tanthe! 
Jan. - O Paſtora" How! 
How ſhall I thank thee, for Amynta Joy? > Embracing. 
Paſt, Excel me, it thou can'ſt, in Love 
to Iphis? 
Am. Do that, Tanthe, and Amyntas Truth 
Shall emulate thy Kindneſs to Paſtora. | 
Iph, Do that, Amyntas, then ſhall Iphis' Love 
Redouble thy Endearments on Janthe, 
| AIR XVIIL 
, Jan Thus wetoVirtue give 
All that we thence receive. 


Iph. zo Am. Be to Paſtora kind, 
Amyntas here ſhall find 
What there he gives, 
lanthe here receives. 


Am. to Iph. Beto Tanthe kind, 

Kind Iphis here ſhall find 
in. What there he gives, 
Paltora hers receives. 


ad Paſt, 
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Paſt, to Ian. Be to thy Iphis kind, „180 
lanthe here ſhall find The 
What there ſhe gives it la 
Amyntas here receives. _ 
Ian, Thus all receive ; — 
The blended Joys we give. £1 
Now ſay the Nymph it cold: Ce 
Iph. Who calls the Lover bold ? I fav 
Paſt. and Am. While kind, and true As fc 
Jan, Now every killing Care, Like 
Paſt, = Fealouſy, or Fear. A | 
Ian.andPaſt. Aden, adien! 
Omnes. Adieu, adieu! [End with the firſt part. 
g. Why, ay, my Lord, here Love appears in Tri- - 
umph ! 
Speaks from * Heart, and flames with Innocence! Tha 
Where ſhall we find, in pompous Courts, or Cities, - 


Deſires ſo Cordial, ſo retin'd by Virtue ? 
Arc. Where-ever Pride, Deceit, or ſordid Views I The 


Are baniſh'd, Egon, we ſhall always find them. I me 
Let us not think our Children only bleſs'd, All 
Becauſe the general World makes light of Virtue And 
Could Millions taſte the ſame exalted Bliſs, ; Hef 
It rather, then, might heighten our Contentment. Had 
&- Æg. Why beitſo, my Lord: But ſince Mankind 80 f 
Shew, by their ſenſual Practice, their Miſtake, H 
Let not us grieve becaule we can't reform them, A 
Let us exulr upon our Choice, and leave Def 
Vain-glorious Greatneſs to its gilded Wiſhes. = 


This Day, at leaſt, we'll dedicate to Mirth, 
And give our rural Swains a Jubilee, | dt 
Arc. A Day like this, indeed, demands our Joy 
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Haſt thou provided, Ægon, for th* Occaſion ? ns 
g. A Moment's Patience, Sir, you'll find I've not FI | ot 
Been idle Exit gon. W C 
Arc. — Soft! what Swains are here advancing ? b 
To them Corydon, Damon and Phillida. We 


Cor. Long live the Ever-noble Houſe of Arcas! 
May his high Race, from endleſs Heirs to Heirs, 
Make many more ſuch 5 at this. 
n Cn, 


Ars. We thank thee, Cory 
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Cor. — — — Nay, my good Lord, 
a ſhe Joy's not all your own: For I myſelf, 
t laſt, have found a Father's Comfort too: 
our kind Benevolence has done the Deed. - 
'our double Dowry has reduc'd the Rover, 
nd Damon now is dubb'da downright Husband, 
Are. And Phillida his Bride? 
Cor, - - - - =- Even ſo, my Lord, 
Iſaw the Prieſt this Moment join their Hands, 
As for their Hearts, why Troth! they e'en mult da, 
Like other honeſt Folks, and take their Chance. 
Arc, In earneſt of my Promiſe, Damon, wear 
This Ring; and be a Partner of our Joy. 
part, Agon returns laughing, 
Tri. 1 Ag. Ha! ha! ; 
rad like to *ave brought you, here, a Gueſt, my Lord! 
ncet That might have added to our Paſtime 
a Are. - - - Whom? 
5 Eg. Philautus : But his Modeſty, it ſeems, 
jews | Thought it became him better to decamp. 
met him mounted, with his tawdry Train, 
All on their Palfries, prancing Poſt to Corinth : 
And when I ask'd th Occaſion of his Haſte, 
He ſcornfully reply'd —. Our Women, here, 
k. Had neither Senſe of Merit, or of Love. 
nd So ſpurr'd his Horſe, and ſtaid not for his Farewel. 
Arc. In Courts, perhaps, he may have better Fortune. 
g. With all my Heart! There he'll find Beauties, that 
Deſerve ſuch Husbands----- But now, to our Paſtime, 
Vave brought you, Sir, a Troop of jolly Swains, 
Who promiſe all their Skill to pleaſe : Let us 
St down, and take Well-meaning for their Merit, 


'! [ 4 Dance, and Chorus of Shepherds, & c. 
Arc. Now, Agon, nought remains, but Nuptial 
e not |} To conſecrate our Children's Happineſs. (Rites, 


don. In theirs, methinks, our Spring of Youth returns: 
S While Tranſport flows in Veins, almoſt our own, 
We ſhare the Haryeſt, which our Cares haye ſown, 


cw. E PI- 
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" *EPILOGUE. Sung bye 

CINCE Songs, to Plays, are now-4-days, 
Like, to your Meals, a Sallad x 

Permit us then, kind Gentlemen, 


To try our Skill, by Ballad : 
While You, to grace our native Lays, ' 
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As France has done before us, 5 
1 | Belle, Beau, and Cit, fromBox and Pit, 7 
210 All join the jolly Chorus. 2 
1 Chorus. While You, to grace, et. 8 
i w ' Poor — Mouths, for Twenty Years, 5 
4 Have been ſhut up from Muſick; : 
Fl But, thank our Stars, outlandiſh Airs 5 
4 At laſt have made all Tou- 3 | Ef 
When warbling Dames were all in Flames, 2 
And for Precedence wrangled, * 
Ons Engliſh Play cut ſhort the Fray, 2 
And home again they dangled. © | 2 
Chorus. Then, Free · born Boys, all make a Noiſe, (+20 
As France has done before us; TON 
With Exgliſh Hearts, all bear your Parts, Woo 
And join the jolly Chorts. h _ 
Sweet Sound on languid Senſe beſtow'd, oY 
Is like a Beauty married by 
; To empty Fop, who talks aloud, 3 
Whileall her Charms are buried. N 
But late Experience plainly ſhe vos, 8 

That 3 and Ditty, = 

Have raviſh'd all the Belles, and Beaux, 

And charm'd the chaunting City. = 
Chorus. Then, Free-born Boys, &c. 8 
With new Delight, ue ve try'd To. night 5 
Our utmoſt Skill to zuin ye; AE 

Our only Pray'r, is that you'd ſpare = 
Poor Signior CIBBERAINI. 5 
: If what h'has done can warm theTown 1 
To ſet up Engliſh Ditty, "I 
2  Yow'll all confeſs, h' has not done leſs, 3 
1 | Than had his Muſe been witty. 5 
4 Chorus, Then, Free. born Boys, c. 27 3 5 
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